> CAN A NICE GIRL 
BE POPULAR? 





Style No. 708—POLKA PRIZE... beribboned, 
beruffled and bewitching love of a cotton 
that's made for dancing and romancing. 
New kiss-me sleeves will create a sensation. 
Polka-dotted cotton in green, red or navy 


on white j 
Style No. 357—OH, YOU FLATTERER. Every- Style No. 708 
one’s sure to love you in this Birdseye 9-17 98 
standout pique party-goer. Nip-and-tuck 10-20 12 
bodice looks just as pretty halter style as 

strapless. The wonderful whirl skirt, bright- 
ened by lovely embroidery, is just right for 

dancing. Cover up with the brief bolero that 


matches exactly. White, powder blue, pink; 
trim. 
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7” Skylark Originals ~~. 

Ag DEPT, 71-07, Asbury Park, N. J. . 
70 PREPAID ORDER: I enclose price of garment plus 3008 

7 ‘© cover postage and handling—I save over 75c in C.O.D. 
/ fees. 
© C.O.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount plus post- \ 
age, C.O.D. and handling fees. \ 
I may return garment in 10 days if not satisfied. t 
Style No. Size ise Color Choice Second Color Choice : 
! 


























NAME 





X ADDRESS 





‘% city STATE 
~ 








» = 
- - 
om ae ae oe 





Only HOWARD “FULL-CAP WIGS’... HAVE HAIR just as LONG, just the COLOR, just the FIT and STYLE You Want 











450: VERSATILE: Half-cap all ever Wig. Shoul- 
der length on imported net. Restyles into 
many hairdos. Hand made ribbon part, $19.95 
1560: Half-Cap Wig: Hand made with natural 
sitk part that cannet be detectes... $24.95 


$28.95 natural part. 
Ne One, but No One, Knows You're Wearing One 


= =n" 
that GLAMOUR GIRL LOOK for you 


4 LOVELIER YOU FOR ROMA: .« BUSINESS... for NEW BEAUTY only with HOWARD HAIRPIECES 


bs.\ 


3578 
630: UPSWEEP CLUSTER CURLS: Rich, 410: THICK PAGE BOY with cluster FEATNER CUR 
lustrous curls, can be — — of Peak curls. Wear together or 3 URL 
head. $4.95 seperately. Enjoy many hair-styles : Encircles en- ~ * : hair, this style gives you 
_. $7.50 jusive..... .» $5.75 tire head. Full feath- . oe he F hair —, =. saaiie 

aii: & thick, le ics t 5 your c . y new hairstyles 

360: Double Wavy, Extra Thick... $9.95 ee ee ee . ,cus- | f ) are yours . . . for that glamour look... $12.95 
ty! . . pe 531: Extra long, extra thick......... $15.95 


Perfect HAIRPIECES for Every Occasion 
513% 


210: The Siren. 
This shoulder- 
length casual bob 
brin, 


Fal 
best looks. 
uriously ag 
Easily re-styled. 
Many hair-do’s. 
13.95 








agp ad , 
” Lovely. 


ey . 
Shoulder length. So 


e 
Mand-style styled. ton natural, glamorous 


metenes $550 daa and $995 
401: Extra thick 
it: oJ 34.58 





$7.95 





660: BRAID CHIGNON: 3 stem braids 3 : 
32" tome, feomlone into mony styles. nest Softto-touch. End curls st- | 

Connected at one end for easy braid tach firmly to your own hair. Nat- | FREE 10- DAY HOME TRIAL COU PON 
ing and cleaning $5.58 ural looking Romantic. . $3.95 } Staab Meee ES Z 


A eS ee howard tresses set AT-% ©317 W. 125th St, LY. 27, WY. 
in the 


Such Wonderful CHANGES... Quick and Easy 4 fully understood that’ mus ng 
or | can exchange it, or | = get my in days. y 
order to name and address | have printed below. (For WIG SIZE. send Hat size.) 


Style Me. | Size Quantity Coler $ Price ¢ 
i 
| 
(For Heht shades and mixed grays add $2.00 for Hair Meces and $3.00 for Wins.) | 
Jet Black [) Off Biack [) Dark Brown () Mixed Grays () | enciese sample, match exactly. 
Please PRINT 



































$985 
$25: Hale Poodle 
and Curls. Feather- 
wavy, thick. Soft- 
ly hugs, glorifies 

jour head with na- 
oral, neat love- 
liness. Handstyled 








| ADDRESS or R.F.D. 





ZONE STATE. 
Encircles entire 


“Tenses al ie of en te ea ea. 
head, ma “sts postman on delivery FULL price plus nee) 
rahe ey) WE MUST MAKE YOU LOVELIER OR YOUR MONEY BACK 


ee ee ee ee oe we ee eee eee 
eee ed ee | 
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friend in 
Tampax 


[ampax really is an old friend to millions 
of girls who throng the pools and beaches 
luring the Summer. They've learned 
that no matter how scanty the bathing 
suit is, Tampax can’t possibly “show.” 
In fact (because Tampax is internal sani- 
tary protection), it doesn’t absorb any 
water when you swim. 

Even without the boon of swimming, 
however, Tampax would still be the ideal 
hot weather protection. It does 
away with bulky, irritating, 
chafing pads, and substitutes 
pure surgical cotton .. . firml 
stitched cotton that’s so ‘ilk 
and comfortable, you can’t even feel it 
when it's in place. 

Tampax has other advantages that 
make it appeal especially to fastidious 
women. There's no disposal problem, 
for example. Wearer’s hands needn't 
even touch the Tampax during insertion 
x removal. And there's no odor problem! ... 
Get your choice of 3 absorbency sizes of 
Tampax (Regular, Super, Junior) at any 
irug or notion counter. Month’s supply 
goes into purse. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Mass. 










Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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DEARLY 


Be LED 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: 

I have been engaged to a boy for 
seven months, and now I find out that he 
has been going steady with another girl. 
| am wearing his ring and I[ can’t quite 
understand why he gave it to me if he 
wasn’t sincere. I’m sure I didn’t force 
myself upon him, and the only reason [| 
consented to marry him was because | 
was very much in love with him. Now 
that I’m faced with this problem I don’t 
know what to do or how to handle it. 
Can you possibly tell me what I should 
do? Sincerely and gratefully, Evelyn 
Epstein. 


Dear Evelyn: 

I know you are rather baffled with the 
situation and you have every right to be, 
but what you need right now is patience 
and faith. If you sincerely believe that 
this boy is honest enough with himself 
and with you to make a decision as to 
whether or not he wants to marry you, 
then I would say it was a good idea for 
you to keep the ring. However, if you 
feel that he still hasn’t quite made up his 
mind satisfactorily then return the ring 
and tell him that you will accept it again 
only when he wants you to have it. Don’t 
be surprised if he continues to see his 
steady girl friend for a while and seems 
to forget you. Actually, he can’t make up 
his mind which girl he wants. It’s best 
for you to help him make up his mind 
before you are married to him. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 15 years old and I want to get 
married. My folk object to the boy | 
want to marry because they say he is too 





This very day = 


Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair Coloring can make 
your hair as lovely as you wish it could be 
... gives youthful color to gray hair. . . adds 
glowing new color to drab, colorless hair 

. Starts you looking younger, lovelier . .. 
this very day. 


You can depend upon Godefroy’s Larieuse, 
the famous brand in the red box . . . known, 
approved, for more than 50 years. Get it at 
your favorite cosmetic counter this very day! 


In 18 flattering shades 








Just 
3) 
fasy 


1 e Shampoo hair thoroughly. , x Apply Godefroy’'s Larie- 3. After color has devel- 
As it dries, mix Godefroy's use with hondy applicator in- oped, shampoo hair again, 
Larieuse as directed. cluded in package. set in your favorite style. 


IGODEFROY MFG. CO. e 3510 OLIVE e ST. LOUIS 3, Mo. 
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HOLIDAYS 
ARE HAPPIER 
wire Light ghte! SKIN 


Every day is a holiday to the girl 
with a lovely complexion. Be that 
girl! Start today using Black and 
White Bleaching Cream as directed, 
and watch your skin take on a new 
lighter, softer, smoother look. Its 
bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science 
knows of no faster method of lighten- 
ing skin. Buy it today. 











Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters. 


Pg 394, 65¢ 







BLACK 4x0 WHITE 


BLEACHING CREAM 





START as High 
as $4,205.00 
a Year 
Prepare NOW for 
Next Examinations 


VETERANS GET 


SPECIAL PREFERENCE / 
Railway Postal Clerks / FRANKLIN 
INSTITUTE 
(Net Gov't Controlled) 
Dept. E 61 
/ Rochester 4, N. Y. 


Rush to me, entirely 


City Mail Carriers 
City Postoffice Clerks 
Stenographers-Typists / 
Custom Inspectors 
Messengers, Etc. 


36-Page Book S$ free of charge, 36- 
on Civil Service @ page book with: (1)A 
FREE ~ full description of U.S. 

& Government jobs; (2) 

/ A list of U. S. vern- 
Grade School ment jobs; (3) Tell me 
Necessary. about my veteran’s pref- 


ual- 


/ erence and how to 
obs. 


/ ify for one of these 


Mail 
Coupon / 
heal I ccc ne stereos cbcesiaasaatn 
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old and experienced for me. He is a nice 
person and even if he has been married 
twice before it wasn’t his fault that his 
wives turned out so bad. I am quite will- 
ing to stop school and go to work if only 
my parents will consent to our marriage. 
I have tried every thing I know to get 
them to let me go but it doesn’t seem to 
work out. I wonder if I should run away 
from home like my girl friend did. That 
scares me though because the fellow she 
went with didn’t want to marry her after 
all. Please help me! Elizabeth Orange. 


Dear Elizabeth: 

Please listen and heed your parent’s 
warning. They know exactly what 
they’re talking about, and in a few more 
years when you are mature enough to 
know what real love is you will be for- 
ever grateful for their strictness. For 
your own good, for heaven’s sake let this 
older man alone. Isn’t it enough for you 
to know that he has already had two 
failures in marriage before he tries it 
again with you. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

Last year my mother, who isn’t very 
much older than I, married again. My 
father had been dead only seven months 
but she decided to marry this other fel- 
low because he said he would make a 
good father for me. I am scared of him 
because he tries to flirt with me when my 
mother goes to work. I wish there was 
some way I could stop Mr. Evans from 
pinching me. Elsie Lynn Garden. 


Dear Elsie: 

I think you are making a big mistake 
in keeping this trouble from your 
mother. Why not just come right out 
and tell her what’s bothering you and see 
what happens. Chances are she suspects 
something is going on but is waiting for 
you to come to her. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am 19 years old and my boy friend 
is 31, but we love each other. He is 
everything a woman can want a man to 
be. I have been going with him for nine 
months and [| can’t say anything bad 
about him. But I have a problem. He 
was married and is now divorced be- 
cause his wife knew he was easy going 
and she tried to make a fool of him. I 
love him enough to get married, but he 
thinks all women are alike. He doesn’t 
have too much time for me as he works 


days and goes to school at night. I don’t 
know what to do with myself. Do you 
think I’m wasting my time or do you 
think I should get out and find someone 
else? Miss C. M. Simpson. 


Dear Miss Simpson: 

It looks as if your love isn’t being re- 
turned. I’m afraid you are up against a 
contented bachelor who has no time for 
any more women in his life and is doing 
all the things he wanted to do when he 
was married. It is obvious from your 
letter that he hasn’t proposed to you, and 
take it from me, the chances are that he 
never will. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I ama G.I. stationed overseas, and I’m 
also a regular reader of TAN magazine. 
Before | went overseas I was sent to a 
hospital and there I met a very lovely 
young lady named Elfreida Taylor. She 
and | were as happy as a young couple 
could be and very much in love. Before 
I met her I had been the victim of the 
“allotment check” racket and was mar- 
ried to a girl that I cared nothing for. 
My divorce was in the process of being 
completed so I didn’t tell Freida because 
I was afraid of losing her. Just before I 
shipped out she found out that I was 
married and refused to see me. I have 
written her quite a few letters since I’ve 
been gone but I never get an answer. I 
love her more than anything in this 
world and I would like to hear from her 
to find out if it is at all possible for us to 
get back together. I am single now and 
I was hoping someday she would con- 
sent to being my wife. What would you 
suggest I do? G.L.L. 


Dear G.I. “G.L.L.:” 

You made your first and biggest mis- 
take in not telling the girl the complete 
truth when she showed signs of liking 
you. If you had been honest from the 
beginning she would have believed you 
were wronged and was trying to get a 
divorce. Try writing her another letter. 
Admit that you were unfair to her, but 
give a good explanation as to why you 
were afraid to tell her about your mar- 
riage. If your letter has a ring of sin- 
cerity and earnestness, I am confident 
the girl will understand. Or at least if 
she isn’t won over completely she will 
be inclined to answer your letter. Once 
she does that, it’s a good sign she wants 
to believe in you. Good luck, soldier! 
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#403 “Midnite Treasure” 
Lace top is net-lined to 
match full-floating skirt 
of Nylon net. (Swishy ace- 
tate taffeta underskirt.) 
Sizes 10 to 18. Hot Pink, 
Black, White... $28.98 


#366 “French Fringe” 
Satin-finished Chromspun 
acetate taffeta, fringed 
with rows of silky “eye- 
lashes”. Ice Blue, White, 
Silver-Grey. So dressy! 
Sizes 10 to 20.....$16.98 


#291 “Glamour Gal” 
Shapely Faille* sheath and 
matching bolero with rich 
lace applique; rhinestone 
trim. Boned bra-top. Pink, 


Creamy Beige, Date Black. “4 


Sizes 10 to 20........$18: 


~ 
#320 “Screeniand Secret” 
l-piece suit with slit 
shorts PLUS a flowery 
full skirt that makes it 
a dressy outfit. Cotton 
poplin. Orange.ice, Blue, 
Purple. Sizes 10 to 18. 
The SET........omly $11.98 


#319 Playsuit only. in 


same sizes, colors. $5.98 
(Skirt not sold alone.) 


*Rayon and acetate 


strapless 





PUSH UP 
#16 “Calendar Gal” Bra 
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#291 FREE 
flewer on 
. #1023 “Paris Walk” 
Frederick's ~ Twin metallic buckles on 
unconditional double strap sandals. 4- 
100% money-back inch skyscraper heels. In 
guarantee Black suede, black patent, 








protects you! 


~ 


red calf. Sizes 5 to 84, 
Medium width....$15.95 





T 


#343 “Party Perfect” New 
in Junior Sizes 9 te 17 
Princess style that hugs 
figure! Long back zipper. 
Glowing Chromspun acetate 
taffeta. Turquoise Blue, 
Black, Red. Sale—$13.88 




















#376 “Keep Him Guessing” 
Boning holds up this smart 
style with one bare shoul- 
der. Stunning bust and hip 
drape. Rustling rayon and 
acetate taffeta in Black, 
Paris-Pink, Royal Blue. 
Sizes 10 to 18........ $12.88 


#661 “Flirt Skirt” New 
dressy style in rayon and 
acetate crepe. Sunburst 
hip-drape. Sparkling trim 
of rhinestones. Jet Black, 
Ivory, or Peacock Blue. 
Sizes 10 to 20. Just—$8.88 


#551 “Stand Out” 16-gore 
Full swirl-skirt, lined to 
stay aloft without petti- 
coats. Back zipper. ideal 
for dates and dancing! In 
rich Black rayon faille. 
Sizes 10 to 18. Just—$8.98 
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#1054 “Heart Appeal” 
Heart-shaped elasticized 
strap hugs instep; bare- 
back; sky-high heels. So 
different! Black patent, 
pink kid, red calf. Sizes: 
5 to 842, Medium. $15.95 


#470 “Angel Stripes” Gay 
striped acetate taffeta 
(Chromspun) with jewel 
buttons, plunge neck. In 
Sizes 32 to 38. Red or 
Black with White. $3.88 


#638 “Paris Drape” 
Luxurious matte-finished 
Nylon Jersey is shirred 
from neck to waist, back 
and front. Sizes 32 to 38. 
Devil Black, White ice, 
Paradise Pink........$6.98 


#624 “Love Me” Nylon 
Permanently pleated sheer 
creation! Full billowing 
sleeves; scoop neck; back 
buttons. A whiz to wash! 
Black, White Frost, Blue. 


COPYRIGHT. 1955 
— we ee ee 

















Stitched-in PUSH-UP pad- 
ding in lower half of cup only 


for full curves, hi-rise cleavage. 
Wear the detachable straps 4 ways. 


White or Black. Sizes 32 to 
36, A or B cups. New—$6.50 


White, Black, Sizes 32 to 
34, A; 32-38, B; 34-38, C. 
Perfect for low necks! $3.95 


and sun. White or Black, in 
Sizes 32 to 36, A or B. $3.50 


. , 
H de j k 5430 Hollywood Bivd. | Dept. 
/ i rederi¢ S eltywoed 27, Cat 26 
| \ ie item Size Ist Color and Price fj 
\ ' 1 
PADDED 
PADDING i : 
| enclose payment Send C.0.D. | enci 1 deposit 
#119 “Low Note” 5/8 Bra #163 “Glamour Curves” with O “ (No C.0.D.'s without $1 deposit) i 
Wired under-cups are all- New Miracle Padding! Nylon i j 
over stitched for uplift. bra has stitched-in padding Name 
Nylon lace over Nylon net. that resists heat, light, air Address 
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ANY MISS CAN BE A HIT 


with a Lovely, Light comploxiow 


[here’s nothing hit-or-miss about 
he complexion benefits of NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream! Just try one jar— 
nd let your mirror show you day- 
y-day improvement as your skin 
grows lighter, brighter, lovelier! 
Just one jar of NADINOLA Bleach- 
ng Cream will prove to you what 
nillions have long known about the 
learing action of NADINOLA Cream. 
Get NADINOLA today at your drug 
r toilet counter. See how it gives 
our skin a lighter, brighter, health- 
appearance. Feel the thrill of 
knowing you look your best, as 
nasculine eyes follow you, and fem- 


FOR OILY SKIN 

New Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine at 
the same time. Two sizes, 
7Sc and $1.25 






FOR DRY SKIN ty 
original, ever-famous F 
a Bleaching Cream is 


vg 
4 with “ 
ve dryness. 75c and $1.10 


w fine cosmetic oils 


inine voices say, ‘““What a lucky girl 
—to have such a complexion!”’ 
NADINOLA works so surely, that 
results are guaranteed from just one 
jar. Let its famous action lighten 
your complexion, loosen blackheads, 
make your skin feel softer and 
smoother, as it makes you look 
younger and lovelier. There are two 
kinds of NADINOLA—one for oily 
skin, the other for dry skin. Both 
have the same fast bleaching and 
clearing effect. Both are guaranteed 
to satisfy you completely, or your 
money back. Get NADINOLA right 
away! NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar of Nadinola 


will make your complexion 


lighter, brighter and lovelier. 








By Gerri Major 

_— WITH SUMMER HOMES 

are writing for answers to house- 
guest problems—how to invite guests, 
how to entertain them, how to make 
them comfortable. As I read these letters 
I can’t help think the most important 
thing of all is to be sure you want a rela- 
tive or friend staying in your home. 
Relatives have become enemies and 
friends have been lost thru what had 
been planned as a “wonderful visit.” 

Think twice before you ask a person 
to share your home. If you are sure you 
want a house guest, here are five rules 
that will help both you and your guests 
to be happy. 

Rule one: State definitely in your in- 
vitation EXACTLY WHEN YOU EX- 
PECT YOUR GUEST TO ARRIVE 
AND HOW LONG YOU EXPECT HIM 
TO STAY. This can be done tactfully, 
but if ignored, can prove very disastrous. 
Even on an informal basis, entertaining 
is expensive. No guest should be per- 
mitted to become the man who came to 
dinner and stayed a year. It is far better 
to say graciously: “Fred and I would 
like for you to spend the weekend with 
us and hope you can drive down Friday 
evening when you finish your day at the 
office. We are arranging an early dinner 
on Sunday so you can get home by mid- 
night.” 

Rule two: Tell the guest what, if any, 
entertainment is planned. No person is 
more annoyed than the hostess who en- 
joys “little surprises,” has you arriving 
with old slacks, easy loafers and sun 
glasses for a (Continued on Page 73) 
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Red Randolph 





By Margo Hughes 


ome those whose pocketbooks can’t afford a trip to see 

Sammy Davis, Jr. there’ll always be New York’s Ruben 
Bleu. Explanation: one of the Three Riffs’ zaniest numbers 
is an imitation of Sammy, the greatest imitator of others. 
And it takes a trio to do it. Incidentally, the Motorcade to 
ballyhoo the Friends of the YMCA’s “Salute to Sammy 
Davis” really stopped traffic in Harlem . . . with a couple 
dozen of the town’s most luscious beauty winners perched 
atop a special order of pastel convertibles shipped here spe- 
cially for the parade. And people are still talking about 
Sammy’s stint on TV’s “What’s My Line”. He kept the 
panel of experts completely baffled and confused by imper- 
sonating so many well-known voices. 


Ethel Waters is responsible (indirectly) for one New 
York couple being $3,650 richer. They “Broke The 
Bank” by identifying her as the actress who introduced 
the song “Heat Wave” in the Broadway show “As Thou- 
sands Cheer.” 


Luther (Red) Randolph, of the Shalimar by Randolph, 
by any standard has the classiest “joint” in Harlem. To blend 
with his wall-to-wall carpeting and soft lights, Red has or- 
dered a new wardrobe of evening clothes in six different 
colors. Shades include Banana, black walnut, frosty vanilla 
and beige. If you come in alone and indicate that you want 
company he’ll ask what you feel like talking about. Tables 
are reserved for conversation about literature, Willie Mays, 
the stock market, Willie Mays, drama, and Willie Mays. 
You can eat anything you like, of course. 


Dise jockey, Jack Walker was thinking about buying a 
Thunderbird but had to give up the idea .. . it was just 
too much of an in-and-out squeeze. 

The Count Basies planning to build a Hollywood style 
swimming pool adjoining their plush Long Island home. 
Big feature will be a small island in the center to hold a 
miniature baby grand piano. 


RCA Victor finally got around to releasing Lena Horne’s 
new record, “I Love To Love,” only to have it banned by 
radio networks because the lyrics are too sexy. This was 
her first recording in five years. 

The monied sponsor from Jersey City reportedly has 
changed his feelings toward one of the teenage members of 
the Honeytones. He’d like to make it a more personal ar- 


rangment. 


Onstage at the Apollo Theatre, thrush Ruth Brown was 
presented with a gold record representing the “5,000,000 
Atlantic Records sold” since her debut on the label. 

Dorothy Dandridge’s first (Continued on Page 69) 








individual 


Baking time is shortened in 
following this recipe. Vary it, if 
you wish, with finely chopped 
nuts or with raisins. Other spices 
may be added to the topping. 
In short, vary it to make it your 
very own. 


INDIVIDUAL COFFEE CAKES 
Yield: 1 dozen 
1% cups sifted 1 egg, beaten 


all-purpose flour % cup milk 
2teaspoons Clabber 2 tablespoons 





Girl Baking firmly packed 

Powder brown sugar 
\% teaspoon salt 1 teaspoons flour 
% cup beet or ¥% teaspoon ground 
‘ cane sugar cinnamon 

melted shortening butter or margarine 


1 teaspoon grated % cup chopped 
orange rind walnuts 


Sift together 144 cups flour, baking pow- 
der, salt, and sugar. Mix together melted 
shortening, orange rind, egg, and milk. 
Add to dry ingredients and mix well. 
Turn into paper cup-lined muffin pans 
(2% x 1% inches), filling about half-full. 
Mix together brown sugar, 1% tea- 
spoons flour, cinnamon, melted butter or 
margarine, and chopped walnuts. 
Sprinkle on surface of batter. Bake at 
375° F. (moderate oven) for about 20 
minutes. 


Remember... 


it’s the fresh ingredients in your 
home-baked recipe that make 
things taste better; stay fresh 
longer! 





IS NOW EXCLUSIVELY KNOWN 
AS THE BAKING POWDER WITH 
THE BALANCED DOUBLE ACTION 












HULMAN & CO., TERRE HAUTE, IND, 
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BY DAN BURLEY 








HE COOL MOB decided to hobnob 
with the squares in pairs and the 
Lanes and Janes at the hollow tagged 
Big Swallow. While it was exceedingly 
rash to risk the splash, the broads whose 
wigs were frauds, knocked off their 
doubting as they went for the outing at 
this splash stash in the hollow the cats 
call Big Swallow. And the studs who 
chewed their cuds because they had 
missed their dinner and were thus much 
thinner, welcomed the chance to get 
sand in their pants and to ease the ap- 
petite with a borrowed bite of some 
square’s hot dog while he sits on a log. 
And quite a few were very sure that 
they could endure the role of beggars 
or beach bootleggers as they knocked 


WHAT WENT ON THAT 


free cokes from the simple blokes who 
had the coin to get that sirloin. So, the 
chicks with smoked glasses began mak- 
ing the passes at the sugar dads and the 
unhipped lads. And the gays out to graze 
in the sand and sea, made small talk 
along the walk about “me and thee.” 
And these truly cool, made the search 
for the perfect Fool, and there was a bit 
of drumming for those out “slumming” 
by the Way Out Stud with the Jump in 
His Blood. 

And Deuce the Goose was on the 
loose trying to cop a shot of juice. And 
the Little Grey Hen, a fancy wren, was 
out to dig one of those copper men. And 
Dime Begging Freddy was always ready 
to take the blame for starting a game, 
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DAY AT BOP BEACH 


whether at dirty hearts or in the black- 
jack arts. The Dark Doll, a real cool 
moll, made with the legs as she stashed 
and spieled with some avenue yeggs. 
And in this deal further down in the 
reel, the chick named Laura tried to bor- 
row a double saw from her brother-in- 
law. 

The bean was beaming and _ the 
broads were screaming as they played 
and parlayed on the sand and surf in- 
stead of the turf. And Jim, you should 
have dug the shapes in those abbreviated 
drapes! I picked up on the Chick from 
Upstairs; her hips were so gone—she 
could have sold shares. And there was 
a cat with a frame like a dame, and one 
was so tall, I thought he might fall. One 





Illustration by Herbert Temple 


cool broad jiver had threads on his chest 
like a Dixie truck driver. And there was 
one who lived at the “Y” who lisped 
when he talked and don’t ask me why. 

The wigs were all glassy, shining and 
classy—the chicks wore pony tails to 
latch on to the males whose bonnets 
were sonnets of lye and grease on it. One 
cat, whose trunks were solid pegs, had 
enough wig grease to fry some eggs. 
And a stud named Farrell looked like a 
barrel of frozen lard as he tried to cool 
while he breathed real hard. 

One Lane was whittling while think- 
ing and blinking of a stinking chitterling 
party where he ate and stuffed himself 
real hearty. And I heard one brag about 
his hag: (Continued on Page 72) 











JIFFY JUMP-IN. Zip-front one-piecer 
fools you with its two-piece look, has a 
separate cummerbund.Washable, wearable 
cotton in light pink and dark pink with 
contrasting cummerbund, light and dark 
powder blue with contrasting cummer- 
bund, white and navy with contrasting 
cummerbund. mowgy BACK GUARANTEE 


O censan enemas, Oust 71-75 Asbury Park, New Jersey 

I rease send me style 372 -Size__..___ Color. 

1 0 PREPAID: Add 30¢ to cover postage “and handling. i 
Skylark pays postage. 

i 0 C.0.0.: Pay postman amount pius C.0.0. and handling fees " 

| Mame. __ 
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HOT AND COOL 
I was reading the April issue of TAN and 
found the “Hot Rod” story most interesting. 
[ enjoy all of the stories in your magazine. I 
dig that crazy “Time Out For Cool Talk.” 
Reginald Johnson 
Seattle, Wash. 


Just finished peeling my peepers on the 
coolest mag around—yea! TAN. I dig it 
the most I must say. 

“Time Out For Cool Talk” just wigs my 
attic. Here’s wishing you and the staff keep 
up the “Greatest Work of Art.” 

Joe “Lovee” Baker 
New York, N.Y. 


KIDNAPPED HUSBAND 

After reading the April issue of TAN, I 
enjoyed it so much that I decided to write 
you a letter of appreciation for publishing such 
a wonderful magazine. 

I’ve been a great reader of TAN for some- 
time, and never miss a month purchasing one. 

I especially enjoyed reading the stories—“I 
Kidnapped My Husband” and “I Was A Kept 


Man 
Mrs. I. A. Okedas 
Jacksonville, Fla. 


I Kidnapped My Husband” (April TAN) 
was a thrilling story. I think Joe has a little 
secret that Marty isn’t aware of. Joe loved 
Marty all along, but just enjoyed seeing her 
sulk. He’d have gone back to her after he’d 
had his play. However, if kidnapping is what 
it took to end the childish game, then I’m 
sure Marty did the right thing. 

“Love Cult Victim” was also an amazing 
story. I’m glad that an innocent girl like 
Bessie wasn’t involved in any serious publicity. 
[ was also excitingly happy that justice was 
brought to “Dr. Orlanda” and his staff. 

Dorothy Pannell 
Hurt, Va. 


“PRETTY FAT GIRLS” 
May I say “Congratulations” on your article, 
Plump Girls Are Easier To Love.” This may 
stand as one man’s opinion, but being on the 
plump side myself, naturally I’m all for it. 

I don’t think people should jump down a 
girl’s throat or single her out because she is 
fat. There are just as many pretty fat girls as 
there are thin ones and besides, beauty is only 

in deep. It’s not the person’s weight one 
falls in love with and marries—it’s the person. 
Bones that are well cushioned are much easier 
to take. 

Congratulations again to the writer of that 
article. She sure expresses her point well so 
plump girls pick your head up and be proud 
of what you've got. 

Sabrina Attwood 
Hollywood, Calif. 


In reply to your story, “Plump Girls Are 
Easier To Leve,” in fairness to all women, 
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whether tall, short, light or dark, plump or 
slim, I say it was not a just statement. 

It is funny indeed, but the knock-kneed 
woman will say men prefer her, while the 
plump women will say that men prefer them 
and the slim woman will say men prefer slim 
women. All without thinking men have differ- 
ent tastes in women as women in men. What 
good is it to have the build a guy wants 
though, if you have nothing else to offer such 
as a wonderful personality, a good sense of 
humor, the ability to understand others, etc. 

When God made woman he made her a lov- 
able creature. If a certain type build was 
easier to love, then God would have made us 
all of the same build. 

A Fan 


Dayton, Ohio 


“The Beautiful Truth,” is told in the fine 
story, “Plump Girls Are Easier To Love.” My 
heart rejoiced as I read her story—being plump 
myself. I have often wondered why people 
have so much to say about us. Yet, we are 
getting married as often as the thin ones, 
they style clothes in all sizes, which gives all 
girls the same opportunity to make the most 
of herself. 

I have no complaint myself, as life has been 
very fair to me, and I have been popular 
throughout my school days and since I have 
always been plump, I can’t remember ever 
being hurt because of it. After all, we must 
consider the fact that all men aren’t built 
like “Charles Atlas,” so since they can’t do 
anything about that, we have an equal chance 
in this world as far as picking our mates. 

All that I can say is, “Live and let live!” 

Keep up the good work in publishing such 
interesting stories. I don’t think I’ve missed 
one issue of TAN since it’s been on the 
market. 

D 


L. M. D. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
LIKES VIRGIN STORY 


I am a teen-ager and a soldier. I enjoy read- 
ing TAN and have just finished reading the 
April issue and liked the story, “Does It Pay 
To Be A Virgin.” I think that if all teen-agers 
read this story that it will help both boys and 
girls see that there are more ways to prove 
their love than by sexual relationship. 

Pvt. Charlie W. Wooten, Jr. 
Fort Eustis, Va. 


I, like so many of your readers, think TAN 
is the best romance book selling today, any- 
where. 

I have just finished reading, “Does It Pay 
To Be A Virgin?” Being a teen-ager, I thought 
it was a wonderful story for the young people 
that are coming up in the world today. It 
proves that you can be popular with the oppo- 
site sex and keep your self-respect at the same 
time. 

Rose Brooks 
Trenton, N. J. 


I have just finished reading the April issue 
and I really think TAN is a great mag for 
both young and old. Your stories and articles 
are always exciting and interesting to read. 

I also think “Does It Pay To Be A Virgin” 
was most interesting. It will help a great 
many girls who haven’t already made the 
same mistake Sally and a lot of other girls 
have. 

Keep up the great work and I'll always be a 
constant reader. 

Verna Childs 


Memphis, Tenn. 


I have just finished the current issue of 
TAN, and as always, thought it was wonder- 
ful. I especially enjoyed “Teen Talk” because 
it tells us teen-agers so much about ourselves 
that we don’t know. Marguireta Boyde 

Savannah, Ga. 


“TAN COMES FIRST” 

TAN comes first when it comes to love 
stories. I have never indulged in reading love 
stories until TAN came along. I can’t get them 
fast enough. All the stories are excellent, but | 
have one complaint—the stories just aren’t long 
enough. Won’t you run at least one story 
that takes a little more time to read? 

W. S. Greene 
Curacao, N. A. 


I’m a teen-ager in high school and quite a 
TAN fan. As far as I’m concerned, TAN is 
the best on the market. My attention was 
caught by a most interesting story, “My Sinful 
Secret.” 

I would like to suggest that you use more 
teen-age stories because we teen-agers love them 
best of all. Also, please make the stories 
longer. When you really get into it, and the 
story gets good, it’s ended. Annie Allen 

Albany, Ga. 


I have been a reader of TAN since its first 
publication and think felicitations are in order 
for the vast improvement that has been made in 
this magazine. 

The stories are much more interesting and 
the special features are also better. 

hope you will continue to improve this 
magazine. Richard S. Greene 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


CAVEMAN LOVERS 

I've been reading TAN since 1952. Of all 
the previous stories I have read, I say that 
“Do Women Like Cave Men Lovers?”, in the 
May issue, tops them all. I was glad when 
Arnold did what he did to his wife. That 
showed her in a way that men are supposed 
to be the heads of homes and make the im- 
portant decisions. 

The reason you find so many women school 
teachers single is because after bossing chil- 
dren all day at school, they want to run the 
home and husband just as they do in school. 

More of these kind of stories can prove 
very educational, so keep them coming. 

A/3C Alonzo Pratt 
Great Falls AFB, Mont. 


THE OTHER SIDE 

I am white and married to a colored man. | 
was deeply hurt by a letter you published in 
your April issue by a S. D. from Atlantic City, 
N. J. She said such terrible things about mixed 
couples that I’m sure she didn’t mean. I read 
the story she was referring to (“Confessions 
Of An Army Nurse”) and like her, I think 
it was a very terrible thing for the white nurse 
to do the soldier as she did, but that was no 
reason for her to ridicule all white women. 

I for one say that we are not all alike 
(thank goodness). I happen to love my hus 
band very much. I am sure when God put us 
all on earth he did not specify who would 
marry who and I know in His eyes we are 
His children. 

I do not consider myself “cheap” and am 
not an outcast from my race; my mother really 


thinks the world of my husband. : 
Mrs. Mary Goodnight 
Chicago, Ill. 
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By James 
et. BAILEY has no peer when it 


comes to selling humor in vocals and 
she demonstrates why quite convincing- 
ly on a new Coral release, coupling Big 
Words and World Weary. A pair of 
goodies, the sides showcase the husky- 
voiced song stylist making whimsical 
music in her well-known pattern of re- 
laxed vocalizing. She is backed on the 
sides by a big studio band under Don 
Redmon, famed maestro who arranges 
and directs all of her recording sessions. 

Big Words, written by Cy Coben, has 
Pearl amusingly crooning about her 
love for a man who gives her high- 
sounding phrases where she wants only 
tomance. She makes a mirthful tour of 
the song. World Weary is a Noel Cow- 
ard original which voices against the 
cosmopolitan life but with skillful wit 
and in jest. In delivering the ditty, Pearl 
gets to sing, “I want to return to nature 























Goodrich 
and relax,” a line fashioned to order for 
her style. 

Pearl’s new disc is in pace with an 
LP album she recently cut for Coral 
which represents her biggest effort on 
the label yet. The album was released a 
few months ago. A collection of Latin- 
flavored tunes, it comprises eight sides 
(Say Si Si, Ciribiribin, I Love My Ar- 
gentine, Strike While the Iron’s Hot, 
Fernandeez of the Andes, Alla En El 
Rancho Grande, I Wouldn’t Walk Across 
the Street and She’s Something Span- 
ish). 

Pearl has received unanimous praise 
from critics for the album. Typical of 
the critical reaction, a Downbeat re- 
viewer said: “Well, while there might be 
some selections (in the album) that are 
not strictly Latin-American, they are 
strictly Bailey and that’s cause for olé.” 

Best offering (Continued on Page 72) 





Swoet Georgia Brown 
Products Sell FASTER 


Have Faith and Hope that Good Luck has come your 
way. Here’s your chance NOW to Get Rid of Money 
Worries and Make Big Money Quick taking Easy 
Orders for VALMOR and Sweet Georgia brews 
Face Creams, Beauty Lotions, Long Hair Appearance 
Hair Dressing, Crowning Glory Hair Dressing with 
Lanolin, Love Me Always Perfume, Incense and Food 
Fiavors. Just think of the Money people s; ~ raed on 
these Fine Goods. You'll Make yas 4 AST taking 
orders for this FAST SELLING LIN 


FULL OR SPARE TIME! 


Joinup NOW 4 ~ these Great Nationally Advertised 
that people need 
and want, ond use every day of their lives. 


Hurry! 
Don’t Let This Chance 
Get Away from You! 
Remember, no experience 
needed. We show How to 
MONEY than j — 
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RIMLESS SPORT GLASSES 5985 
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An _inrich gold plated 


A charge. Send no 
postage on money back guarantee. 


Pay Postman, pl 
ELLIS AND CO. 734 teas ire, Dr Tan, Chicage 47,18. 







ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE?’ 


Are you facing difficult prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job 


you like more Happ’ 
and Good Fortune” in mu ife? 

If you have any of these Problems, or 
others like them, dear friend, then 
here is wonderful NEWS of a remar 
able NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping 
thousands to glorious new happiness and joy! 

Just clip this Message now and mail with your 
name, address and 3c stamp to LIFE-STUDY 
FELLOWSHIP, Box 5207, Noroton, Conn. We will 
rush this wonderfw NEW Message of PRAYER 
and FAITH to you by air mail absolutely FREE! 
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Can A Nice Girl Be... 


orn between the desire to he nice and a desire to be “‘one of the gang,” 
any anguished teen-agers want to know: Is the price of popularity too high? 


RS STREAMED down the cheeks 
the pretty teen-ager as her com- 
s mercilessly teased her, but she 
by her guns and insisted that they 
ier back home. What had started 
an innocent double date was fast 
ping into a torrid petting party 
ra wanted no part of it. 





“You did absolutely right, my dear,” 
Lora’s mother assured her after sympa- 
thetically listening to a recital of the in- 
cident. “If it comes down to a choice, 
I'd rather be able to say my daughter is 
the nicest, if not the most popular girl 
at school.” 

“You'll have your wish after tonight,” 


Going steady, t0 gifls and boys like the two 
here. means nothing more serious thar 


Lora wailed. “The kids will spread the 
story around and I won’t have a friend 
in the world! But does it have to be 
that way, mother?” 

Lora’s anguished question is a reflec- 
tion of one of the most perplexing prob- 
lems that face more and more adoles- 
cents in this Atomic Age. Like so many 
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POPULAR? 


of her contemporaries, she wants to 
know: “Is the price of popularity too 
high?” 

Experts in human behavior have long 
known that the period of adolescence is 
one in which the boy or girl attaches 
the utmost importance to “belonging,” 
to being accepted as “one of the gang.” 
Organizations like the Boy Scouts, the 
Girl Scouts, Police Athletic League, the 
YM and YWCA recognize this fact and 
specialize in programs that provide su- 
pervised group activities. 

But at the same time, the teen-ager is 
striking out on his own, breaking the 
pre-puberty ties that bound him to the 
family. As the circle of friends widens 
and there is more and more freedom, 
parents and teachers find it impossible 
—and in most cases unwise—to try to 
hand-pick associates or chaperone every 
activity of the boy or girl. 

Concerning this inevitable phase of 
the growing up process, Dr. Marynia 
Farnham, noted psychiatrist and au- 
thor, declares, “The real problem is not 
how to stop it but how to prepare the 
youngster to handle it.” 

It is only natural for youth to dismiss 
adults as “old fogies” who have forgot- 
ten that they, too, were once young. And 
it is just as easy for the older folks to 
deplore the “wildness” of the generation 
following them. The true situation prob- 
ably lies somewhere between these two 
extreme points of view. Youth is strain- 
ing to free itself of parental restrictions 
and is apt to go too far in the other di- 
rection; on the other hand, the passage 
of time does tend to erase from the mem- 
ory of adults the indiscretions of earlier 
years. 

However, since the end of World War 
II and particularly in this day of the 
H-bomb, with its tensions and uncertain- 
ties, today’s youngsters face problems 
that former generations never imagined. 
The automobile is one of the major fac- 
tors in the new problems society must 
solve. As Dr. Farnham puts it, “Any 
society which gives drivers’ licenses and 
automobiles to boys of 17 and allows 
them to take girls of the same age out 
in those cars (Continued on Page 60) 





Got Relief From Itching, 
Stinging Misery of 


TEEN-AGE PIMPLES 


“TI used to suffer the itching, sting- 
ing misery of pimples on my face. 
After trying many lotions and oint- 
ments, I tried Black and White 
Ointment and it gave me wonderful 
help. It quickly relieved the itch- 
ing, burning and soreness. Now I 
wouldn’t be without Black and 
White Ointment.” 


Una J. Francis 
Los Angeles, California 
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Still Only 2 5+ Over 
WHY PAY MORE ? 


Now even more reason to get this famous 
ointment to check itching, burning mis- 
ery of eczema, simple ringworm; itch of 
acne. Still only 25¢. Trial size 15¢. Save 
most of all on the large 60¢ size. Cleanse 
skin daily with Black and White Soap. 








DISCOVER THE SECRET 
OF A PERFECT FIGURE 
discover front zipper 


4'’n1 Shape-0-Lette 


BLACK axe WHITE OINTMENT 





At last you can have the perfect 
figure you’ve always longed for. Yes, 
one garment Shape-O-Lette gives 
you: a beautiful uplift, an alluring 
decollete and a really tiny waist. 
Gone forever are unwanted bulges 
and rolls of fat. Yet you never have a 
moment’s discomfort. The convenient 
full-length front zipper makes 
Shape-O-Lette easy to get into. 
Lastex action-back for firm support. 
And imagine Shape-O-Lette costs 
only 5.95, the price of a longline bra 
alone. Removable, adjustable straps. 
For proper fit, state bust size. 


WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. TF-257 
Rockville Centre, N. Y. 


send SHAPE-O-LETTE C.O.D. 

0 ll pay $5.95 plus postage 

(0 I enclose $5.95, you pay postage 

size color__2nd choice 
nylon (J rayon satin [Tj 

name (print) 

address (print) 

city. 





WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 
A cup, 32-38 B cup, 3440 C cup, 34-42 
SEND NO MONEY—10 DAY FREE TRIAL 





zone state. 
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| am Benjamin E. Witherspoon, the youngest 
son of the late Associate Justice Amos Wither- 
spoon. | am 29 years old and a graduate of 
the B. J. K. Anderson School of Commerce & 
Business Administration. I am now working 
at the Bureau of General Supplies. 
| would like to correspond with someone in 
the States, of any sex. He or she should be 
engaged in the business field, not below 19 
and not above 27 in age. I will be glad to 
answer any and all letters that will be sent 
to me 
Benjamin E. Witherspoon 
Bureau of General Supplies 
Monrovia, Liberia 


My friends are limited in this section, and 


[ would like to hear from some of your lady 
readers in the 25 to 30-year-old group. I am 
28, of medium brown complexion and have 


long, black hair. 
[ have never been married and live alone 
at a men’s club. 
Paul E. White 
Buckeye Club 
East Liverpool, Ohio 


It is my desire to correspond with persons 
in your country, with whom I may exchange 
interests, hobbies and friendly chats. I am 
18 years of age and would like to correspond 
with people in the 19 to 20 age bracket. 

My interests are dancing, swimming, model- 
ing and tennis. I would like a boy and a girl 
pen pal 

Yvonne Drayton 

18% Hitchen Street 
Almah Town P. O. 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


[ wish I could find a nice boy friend. I 
came to Toronto, Ontario, Can., to get married 
to a fellow I was going with, but after he came 
out of service, he changed his mind and is 
going to get married to a colored girl now. 

[ guess it wasn’t really love, because love 
doesn’t know borders nor distances or races. I 
wonder if you could help me to find a pen pal 
who thinks the same way as I do. I’m 26 
years old. 

Renate Kindermann 
168 Franklin Ave. 
Willowdale, Ontario, Can. 


| would like to have Pen Pals with boys 

and a few girls, between the ages of 14 and 
18. I am 14 years of age and a Negro. 

Randy Montague 

824 N. 12th Street 

Philadelphia 23, Pa. 


[ am interested in writing to Pen Pals. I 
am 17 years old, 5’2”, dark brown eyes, brown 
complexion, have dimples, black hair and 
weigh 110 pounds. My hobbies are tennis, 
movies, sports and writing. I would like to 
correspond with young men between the ages 
»f 17 and 23. I will gladly answer all letters. 
Barbara Rae Asberry 

208 West Pearl Street 

Coldwater, Mich. 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


I’m a young woman who is very lonely and 
would like to correspond with gentlemen be- 
tween the ages of 29 and 30. I’m 28, 5’ 3%”, 
weight 120 lbs. and have dark brown com- 


plexion. 
B. M. Williams 
309 Spence Street 
Peoria, Ill. 


I’m a mother of 17. I would like to corre- 
spond with some nice young man between the 
ages of 18 and 23. After my son was born, I’ve 
found it hard meeting and making friends, par- 
ticularly boys. - 

My man was killed in battle last year. 

Rebecca Simms 
214 Matt Avenue 
Columbia, Pa. 


Would like to have Pen Pals between the 
ages of 15 and 25. 

Miss Beryl Dunn 

Yo Flat 58 

Melboarne Road Flats 

Durban-Natal, South Africa 


I would like to correspond with any young 
men and young girls between the ages of 19 
and 25. I am a 19-year-old female. 

Larcenia Goodwin 
1609 East 174th Street 
Yo Drayton 

Bronx 72, N. Y. 


I desire to correspond with boys and girls 
from 16 to 24. I hope the GI’s will notice my 
request. 

Christene Thomas 
P. O. Box 371 
Orrville, Ohio 


I am 37 years of age, height—5’ 11%”, 
weight—180 lbs., and am very much inter- 
ested in having someone to correspond with. 

Ettle V. Josephs 
51 Highholborn Street 
Kingston, Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I would like to correspond with boys and 
girls in Mexico, Hawaii and France. I am a 
Negro, 17 years of age and would like writing 
to kids between the ages of 18 and 24. 

Sallie Anderson 
1515 Franklin Avenue 
St. Louis 6, Mo. 


I would like to hear from boys in this coun- 
try between the ages of 15-20. I am 15 and 
get very lonely and wish for someone to write 
to. 

Glendora Henderson 
4 Smith Lane 
Salem, N. J. 


I am interested in hearing from a nice 
Christian man who does not drink. I am 20 
years old and single. I love church and Sunday 
School. I would like to correspond with some- 
one who is a member of The Church of Christ. 

I am a country girl and live on a small farm 
with my widowed mother and brothers. I 
promise to answer all mail. 

Esther Tippins 
Rt. 2, Box 523 
Oxford, Ala. 


I am 24, light brown skinned, 5’ 4” tall and 
weight 130 lbs., considered attractive. I would 
like to correspond with an older man between 
the ages of 38 and 55, light brown skinned 
with social position and wealth and who would 
like a young wife. 

Lillian Jones 
918 Carendon 
St. Louis, Mo. 


I'd like to write to some colored man who 
would be interested in knowing a German girl. 
I was born February 26, 1928, in Munich, have 
dark blonde hair and gray-blue eyes. I work 
as a painter of applied art. 

Miss Vally Raubiichl 
Miinchen 8, Germany 
Fuhrichstr. 28/0 
(Ramersdorf) 


I am writing this letter for a lovely girl 
who is very lonely and would like to correspond 
with a nice fellow between the ages of 23 and 
26—preferably a boy who is in Korea. I hope 
you can help her. 

Her name and address is: Miss Mary L. 
Hill, 1622 Third Avenue, Macon, Ga. 

Mrs. J. King 
Macon, Ga. 


I have been a “TAN fan” for over five years. 
The articles placed within are most delightful. 
I especially enjoyed “How Prayer Saved My 
Life” by Ruth Brown. 

At present I am a serviceman in the Jamaica 
Regiment, and at times lonely. I would like 
to correspond with “Pen Friends” of the oppo- 
site sex from America and other foreign coun- 


tries. 
Carl D. M. Jackson 
PRI’s Office 
HQ Company 
The Jamaica Regiment 
Palisadoes. Camp 
Kingston, Jamaica 


I am a bachelor, 32, and would like to have 
a female pen pal. 
Eghert Saundars 
3 West Avenue 
Newton Square 
Kingston, Jamaica 


I shall be very grateful if you can introduce 
me to some of the Negroes who would like 
to have Pen Pals in Nigeria—both boys and 
girls. I am from Eastern Nigeria and am 
years of age. { am very much interested in 


magazines, newspapers and social discussions. 
S. A. Okoli 

P. O. Box 25 

Gusan 

Northern Nigeria 

West Africa 


I am a very lonely mother of 24 with a girl 
and boy. I would like to find some nice 
young man between the ages of 26 and 31 
to correspond with. It seems that everyone 
thinks I’m pretty enough to be a movie star, 
but I have few friends. Won’t someone please 
write me? 

Maggie Lee Green 
206 3rd Street 
Pompano Beach, Fila. 
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M* N civeel is , making music, and I am most gratefyl’that it is, ‘ music 
makes people | ; Even a tor@0ng or blues are a reflection or anticipa- 
tion of the happiness-and ecstasy of love. That means when I sit at the console of 
my Hammond organ that the people around me are looking forward to an evening 
of entertainment, to a happy evening. 

With an organ, music isn’t just part of the picture. The organ is such a full com- 
plete instrument that it can be the whole show. It’s flexible enough to call forth 
anything from a thunderous mambo to a whisper-soft ballad. Pulling those drawbars 
out is like playing on people’s heart strings. It’s a good feeling to make them laugh 
when they want to cry, maybe—or be mad. Make them smile when they could be 
morose. Help them remember happy times in a moment of misery. 

I’m thankful that I’m able to do that. I didn’t feel quite this way when I was 
playing piano. A piano is generally thought of as a background instrument—a 
supper club single where the music is just an aid to good digestion, or backing a 
vocal artist. But with an organ it’s different. You can feel an organ. 

People are happy when they are listening to music. And the happiness seems to 
penetrate faster and deeper when it’s music from a swing organ. And as the swing 
organist himself, you can bet I’m happy too. Otherwise, how could I split a finger 
on a mambo and not even know it un Ss see blood all over the keyboard? 











- 


Jazz organist Bill Doggett makes music and has a little gag-fur with pretty model 


Maurnyne Brent. “The organ,” Bill says, “is such a full, complete instrument that it can 
be the whole show.” His is always a swinging show. 
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YOUNGSTERS LOVE THIS WONDERFUL 
LAXATIVE-STOMACH SWEETENER 











WHEN constipation sours little 
tummies, children sulk and cry— 
often have tantrums—can’t sleep 
or eat right. That’s because sour, 
gassy stomach upset makes them 
Jeel so miserable. 

That’s why thousands of mothers give 
Syrup of Black-Draught at first sign of 
coated tongue, bad breath—sluggishness. 
Its wonderful laxative action helps sweeten 
sour stomach, too! Then children laugh 
and play happily again. 

Syrup of Black-Draught contains pure 
vegetable herbs that act thoroughly, 
gently. No harsh griping! Brings comfort- 
ing constipation relief overnight — thus 
helps sweeten sour stomach. Tastes so 
honey-sweet children loveit. Over 
18,000,000 bottles sold. 

Get a bottle of wonderful Syrup of 
Black-Draught at any druggist’s—today! 


ADULTS, TOO! Try regular Black-Draught 
laxative-stomach sweetener for your con- 
stipation. Famous since 1840! In familiar 
Powder or Granulated form. ..and new, 
easy-to-take Tablets, too! 





ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


} = shot [any reine ict enlargement 
bortrait a ‘» Pa itman 67c¢ vies 


Size 8 x 10 Inches ‘ 

on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper 

Same price for full length or bust ¢ . 
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A DOCTOR’S 
PRESCRIPTION 
FOR THE SCALP 


Your hair rootsare in your 
scalp. The condition of 
your hair does often 
depend heavily on the 
natural, healthy, nor- 
mal condition of your 
scalp. Y earsago 
tor Carnot invented 
aspecial mixture of 
Tars and other in- 
redients taken 
rom Nature that 
are hundreds of 


























years old. 

This Special 
Powerful Con- 
centrate is called 
: “*CARBONOEL”" 
F mixed with sul- 
phur, resorcin, 
lanolinand balsam 
f Peru 


“CARBONOEL” 


is such strong 
powerful antisep- 
tic, and did such fine 
work in helping 
itchy, bumpy and 


Scalp Troubles that 
many Doctors have 
prescribed it for many 
scalp troubles. If your 

scalp needs areal treat- 

ment with a powerful double strength Spe- 
cial Tar Formula, get it now at your nearest 
drug store. You get it with full directions on 
your jar. It is all mixed and ready to use. 
Now Ready: 1955 Doctor's Advice Booklet. 


Explains latest curli press straightening gyetem. 
Prevent chert dry, sree acking breaki — B, a air. 
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FIRST SPARE HOURS 


ASA Lucky Heart Representative!” 
You, Too, Can Earn This Easy Way! 


Need extra money? Mrs. Harrison 
made $65.00 cash in her first spare 
hours. A busy mother in California 
made $715 in just spare time. Now 
t’s your turn to cash in! 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED! 
Just show exclusive quality Lucky Heart 
1e Enow and like. 
ly advertised Perfumes, Skin 
, Hair Products, other beauty aids 
revery home sellon sight. A$10.00 
ean pay you $5.00 caxh profit! It’s 
asy to take ten big orders in several 
rs and have $50.00 extra money 
ss you please! ACT NO 
Write today for full facts and amaz 
g FREE Display Case Offer! 


LUCKY HEART, Dept. 26 “S&S 
400 Mulberry sane Memphis 2, Tenn. —a 
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JOBS THAT PAY TO 
$1,500 MONTHLY 


sands jobs open. S. erica, Europe, Africa, 
4., etc. Fare paid if hired. Application forms 
4 able. All trades, Labor, Drivers, Clerical, En- 
gineers, etc. No oueiovment fees! Free informa- 
Write Dept. 
National nesters Information Service 
1020 Broad Newark, N. J. 


an “WIDE SHOES) 

















C-D-E, Sizes 4 to 11 
including V2 sizes 


6.95 “LOIS” 


Imported Paisley Print Fabric 
Money Back Guorantee 
Write For Free Catalog 
SYO KUSHNER - Dept. T-3 
133 South St.. Phila. 47. Pa. 














To Be Set _. Masic 
Send one or more best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 

Phonograph Records Made 
Crown Music Co., 1478-M Broadway, N. Y. 36, N. Y. 


HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA 


You can earn a High School Diploma 
in your own home! Prepare yourself 
for a better job and more pay. 

in your spare time. 























awarded. 
WRITE TODAY FOR COMPLETE 
INFORMATION 


SOUTHERN STATES ACADEMY 


Box 144-AB Sta. E, Atlanta, Georgia 








Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year round good 
fie! d for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic — me home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial pen 

TIONAL BAKI 
835 Bivereer Phwy., Dept. 


SCHOOL 
238 Chicago 14, i. 





Big demandin Auto mem een 
work. Start training now s: 
at home for good work. tical 
shop experience included. U.E.I. 
Training covers metal work, weld- 
ing, painting, ete. Placement service 
—or we will show you how to start 
TRA own ee. ehind U. E. I. 
RAININ Gis alarge national or- 
ation founded 1927. Write to- 
ay for FREE facts—no obligation. 


a. a a 
MAIL 
FOR FACTS 


Crafts Div., UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE ! | 
pt. mm. | | 





Auto 
2523 Sheffield Ave., XCH-11, Chicago 14, 
o.K Rush Full Facts. | 
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TEEN 
TALK 











By Jane Walters 


ULY IS THE MONTH of picnics, 
beach parties and frisky outings that 
make energetic teen-agers glad to be 
alive. The weather’s great, school’s out 
and you have the entire summer at your 
disposal to accomplish a million and one 
things. What layout could be cooler! 
Life takes on a sparkling new slant, and 
with complete freedom for at least two 
months, summer fun can be just as gay 
and colorful as you make it. 

We don’t fool ourselves though, not 
for one minute. Things just can’t be that 
breezy and balmy for too long. However, 
we'll think about the serious side of life 
As of this summer we're 
To be sen- 


tomorrow. 
really going to “live it up.” 
sible and practical, many of you teen- 
agers will be holding down responsible 
jobs this summer, which naturally re- 
quire a certain amount of your time. 
However, jobs won’t take all your wak- 
ing hours and you'll have plenty of 
leisure time to spend on recreation or 
just plain “goofing off” periods. 

One word of warning before the sum- 
mer session is in full swing, don’t be a 
lazy Jane or Joe and sleep away those 
precious hours. There’s nothing like a 
cozy afternoon snooze, of course, or a 
luxurious 11 o’clock breakfast in bed, 
but don’t make them repeat perform- 
ances throughout the summer. Every- 
body else has told you this, and I may as 
well jump on the bandwagon too. . 
“you’re only young once,” so you'd bet- 
ter make hay while the sun shines! 
Sounds real corny, I'll bet, but it’s so 
true. 

I’ll wager that not many teen-agers can 
afford a snazzy vacation to a seaside re- 
sort or any country estate. Most of you 
teen-agers will have to make your own 
vacation spot by creating things to do 
indoors and outdoors that resemble as 
close to possible the carefree fun of an 
expensive resort. It may sound impos- 
sible, but get a few of your friends to- 


gether and draw up some plans. Then 
watch the fun start popping. The num- 
ber of activities you teen-agers can cram 
into a summer is amazing. 

Get extra help from YMCA and 
YWCA directors who have planned ac- 
tivities for young people, or the local 
recreation committee in your community 
will be glad to offer assistance. Church 
youth groups are also wonderful organ- 
izations that direct teen-agers toward 
good, clean entertainment. 

Picnics and beach outings, 
parties and weiner roasts, country hikes 
and bicycling tours are all excellent rec- 
reational outlets for young bodies and 
minds. Bicycles can usually be rented in 
most cities and towns, or maybe one can 
be borrowed from a younger brother or 
cousin. 

Don’t spend all your leisure time fol- 
lowing jazz bands or cooped up in air- 
tight dance halls weekend after weekend. 
Dancing is quite entertaining, but for a 
steady weekly, recreational diet it can 
become too boring. Or vary the setting 
of your dancing. Instead of always end- 
ing up in a hot, crowded ballroom, try 
to discover new “stomping grounds” for 
parties. Lawn parties are exciting and 
even the moths and mosquitoes have a 
wonderful time. Wonders can be ac- 
complished with a portable radio out in 
the country where the ground is even. 
Just warn the farmers ahead of time! 

Organize a club of your own making, 
particularly in your flexible group and 
unite towards a common goal . . . sum- 
mer fun with lots of zip and zing. Plan 
at least one weekly activity which in- 
cludes the whole gang. Hikes, card par- 
ties, record or theater parties, fishing 
trips—the whole works. 

In larger cities teen-agers won’t have 
to depend exclusively on activities of 
their own making. Museums, conserva- 
tories, parks and art galleries offer stim- 
(Continued on Page 73) 
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MRS. HANK THOMPSON 


— PEOPLE go to baseball games 

to enjoy a good contest between 
two teams. Until I met Hank in 1946, I, 
too, was one of the many who went for 
that purpose. But after I had seen him 
play at a local ballpark in my native 
Havana, Cuba, I know that my future 
visits to parks would be to see only one 
man. 

My sisters and I had been brought up 
on a_ bat-and-ball diet. Our father, 
Joseph Fuertes, used to play third base 
with a professional team in our town, 
and every night the talk around the din- 
ner table was a replay of the games. 
During the winter in 1946, one of my 
girl friends came by the house one day 
and asked me to go to the stadium with 
her to watch the Havana Reds. She 
added that several of the team members 
were from the States. It was a common 
practice for American ballplayers to 
come to Havana and play winter base- 
ball. 

Sitting in the stands, I was impressed 
with the way Hank played the game. 
Having heard my father talk, I consid- 
ered myself somewhat of an authority on 
players and from the manner in which 
my future husband conducted himself 
on the diamond I could immediately see 
that he excelled at the sport. The next 


day, as soon as I left my high school 
classes I was in the grandstands again 
to cheer him on. When the game was 
over, feeling somewhat bold, I waited 
outside the players’ gate to meet him in 
an indirect manner. I knew one of the 
Reds and I asked him to introduce me 
to Hank. It happened just that way and 
when I met him I asked him for his au- 
tograph. Smiling, he said to me that he 
would give more than that, that he would 
walk me home and we could stop for an 
ice cream soda on the way. I liked his 
frank approach and mannerisms right 
from the start and needlessly to say I 
took him up on that. 

When he took me home and was in- 
troduced to my parents, he was invited 
in for dinner. My father talked so much 
baseball to him that we hardly said a 
word to each other thoughout the entire 
meal. However, he asked my parents 
could he call the next day and they said, 
yes. From then until he left a month 
later we dated constantly, with one pro- 
vision that my mother had stated: that I 
had to be in nightly at 8 p.m. since I was 
still a high school girl. Flowers, candy 
and other gifts arrived daily, all gifts 
of Hank. 

When he left for the States we prom- 
ised to correspond, and during the nine 






months that I didn’t see him, I wrote to 
him every day. As he was sort of lazy 
with a pen, he didn’t write much, but 
phoned me weekly. And our conversa- 
tions were the talk of the town as our 
family had a party line and everyone 
listened in. The next day in school my 
classmates would tease me and repeat 
our conversations word for word. 

When the baseball season started the 
next year I was at the airport to meet 
him. While we were riding from the air- 
port, he told me he was in love with me 
and wanted to marry me right then and 
there. However, my mother wouldn’t 
give her consent at that time because she 
wanted both of us to be sure. Besides I 
had another term in high school. 

Two years later (1949), Hank was 
with the Jersey City Giants, the top farm 
club then of his present team, the New 
York Giants, and insisted that my 
mother and I visit him in the States. 
When we arrived, he had the ring and 
everything and told my mother that he 
had had enough time to know that he 
was positive that he wanted to marry me 
and that if I felt the same way he saw 
no further need of waiting. She gave her 
consent and we were married on my 
birthday, June 9, by Father Kane at St. 
Catherines Church, Brooklyn. 

19 
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matically on my feet and so completely 
happy. 

Finally, the night was over. I looked 
for you every night for a week but you 
did not come. Then, that following Sun- 
day, you were there. I remember how I 
tried to act casual even though my heart 
cried for you. That was the night you 
took me home, and we sat in the moon- 
light and talked for hours. When you 
left, J watched you walk off, memoriz- 
ing the way you tossed your head from 
side to side. I said to myself, Zetia Sue, 


- you lucky girl! 


It would always be a week before I 
could see you again, and in those weeks 
I’d toss and turn, seldom eat, and would 
think of you constantly. After seeing 
you, I’d feel wonderful all over. 

Remember, you said that if you went 
overseas, you would take me as your 
wife? That was in September and all 
your buddies were going at that time 











and I’m sure that you wanted very badly 
to go, too. When you found out that you 
wouldn’t be leaving with them, you were 
so disappointed. You looked so unhap- 
py, but when the week was up, you were 
your old self again. 

And then, there was that wonderful 
December night we spent in Old Mexico. 
Remember? It was wrong, I know now, 
but I wanted you to be happy and I 
wanted to be in your arms. Too soon it 
ended. You left for home the next day 
with a promise to call me just as soon 
as you arrived, but you never did. | 
left the following week for Albuquerque, 
New Mexico, to spend Christmas and 
New Year’s. I was home one week be- 
fore | saw you. When you came by, I 


was in bed sick. Just seeing you and § 


talking to you made me feel better. 

I didn’t see you again until the next 
weekend. We did an awful lot of talk- 
ing that night, didn’t we? Remember 
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In a heart-tugging letter, 
just to 1 


® that nonsense about the “flyboy”? 


] didn’t think you doubted my love. 


® We never discussed it much, yet I sort 
| of took it for granted that our love was 
| forever. The next night we were to- 
| gether again and we had lots of fun. The 


following day was Sunday and we saw 


/ amovie. I don’t have the slightest idea 


of what it was about (nor did I then) ; 
I was just happy and contented having 
you so near. 

The following Wednesday night when 
you came by, you were so tired, you 


: : went to sleep on me. I let you sleep and 
@ watched over you and memorized every 
_ line in your face. 


Asleep, you looked so much like a 


child. And all the while, I was search- 


@ ing for an answer to my fear. 


That weekend I asked you why we 
didn’t get married. You avoided my 
eyes and said that you would let me 
know when you came to town again. 
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Thursday you called me. I can never 
truly explain the horror of what those 
words did to my heart when you said 
that you were leaving soon to be shipped 
overseas. 

When you came by, my eyes were 
still red. I went into your arms with 
misery in my heart, but when I noticed 
you'd brought your brother along and 
he told me about the wedding plans that 
you and he’d worked out, I was over- 
joyed. That night when we went out, 
everyone was coming by our table to 
congratulate us and you addressed me 
as the future Mrs. Williams. Everything 
was so exciting that wonderful night. 

The next day was Sunday and you 
came by and we went out to see a show 
and later you walked me home. We 
didn’t stay up too late for the next day 
was to be the happiest day in our lives 
—our wedding day. 


What a disappointment! Your car 
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Now, 


need him in El Paso! 


EONARD 


was stolen that night, so we couldn’t go 
to Las Cruces to get married. I thought 
the day would never end, and when I 
noticed you continuing to play the rec- 
ord called “Hurt,” by Roy Hamilton, 
you seemed to have been searching for 
words to say. I felt sick with the feeling 
that you might want to tell me some- 
thing and didn’t know how to do so. It 
never occurred to me that you might not 
love me and didn’t know how to tell me. 
It would have been ridiculous to think 
that way, because your affection never 
seemed to change. 

There was to be a big dance on the 
third, and we'd planned to make a big 
night of it, but you worked so hard that 
day that you begged off, so I went alone. 
It wasn’t much fun. I came home before 
the dance was over. 

The next few days we spent together 
—what happy days to remember! We 

(Continued on Page 49) 
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4 reflective artist, Parker was never satisfied with the music he created. F orthright and 
honest, he told a reporter that dope took eleven years out of his life, added: “I was a 
victim of circumstances; high school kids don’t know any better.” 
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Now that Charlie Parker is dead, historians 
are trying to decide: was his a truly new mu- 
sic, sophisticated and highly literate? Or 


was it merely a projection of discord in a 


tortured mind? 


A MADMAN OR 


By LERONE BENNETT 





HEY CALLED HIM BIRD. A chub- 
by, pot-bellied little man with round, 
sad eyes, Charlie Parker came by his 
nickname honestly. Elusive and bird- 
like in his thoughts and actions, the 
late great alto saxophonist was a mad- 
man to a few, a genius to many and a 
question mark to everyone. 

Always climbing, always groping, al- 
ways searching for new ways of saying 
old things musically, Bird soared right 
up to that vague line where genius and 
madness grapple before going their 
separate ways. Though his growth was 
stunted by personal weaknesses, he kept 
climbing, creating during his brief 
flight a weird, harshly beautiful music. 

Hailed by aficionados as the greatest 
musician of the modern jazz age, Bird 
was a symphony of contradictions. He 
was gentle and lovable; yet he was 
violent and destructive to himself. He 
dressed like an unmade bed; yet his 
musical ideas were notable for their 
clarity and precision. He was never 4 
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Vian in search of himself, Parker was a 


drawn, self-accusing man. His expressive hands 
were famous, moved with blinding speed. 
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teen-ager and a child by definition only ; 
yet he never lost that child-like wonder 
that distinguishes the great creator from 
the man of talent. 

At 12, he was a man of the world. 
At 15, he was a heroin addict. At 20, 
he was master of his chosen instrument. 
At 26, he was a mental and physical 
wreck. At 30, he was a living legend. 
At 35, he was dead. 

A self-torturing man, Parker had 
courted death for almost a decade. His 
whole life was derailed by his prema- 
ture introduction to the lurid Kansas 
City night life of the early thirties. In- 
security, anxiety, guilt and the awful 
fact of racial discrimination bore in on 
him like a fluffed note on an otherwise 
perfect record. He never believed in 
himself; and, according to his friends, 
he embraced “the needle” and the bottle 
to blot out the harsh reality of everyday 
life. As a result, his life, like his music, 
_ a hectic brightness that consumed 

im. 
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Bird’s 
shaken, too, by unjust criticism of his 
music. He was damned by many who 
confused the imitators with the creator. 
Little men with an insufficient grasp of 
Bird’s ideas rent the air with harsh, in- 
Other men took unto 
themselves funny little hats, grew 
patches of hair on their chins and 
shouted nonsensical lyrics. Finally, in 
the unkindest cut of all, Parker—the 
acknowledged father of the modern jazz 
movement—was ignored when the na- 
tional magazines were passing out 
praise for “the new art.” Then, on the 
eve of his death, critics, musicians and 
fans flip-flopped and returned to Parker, 
hailing him as a musical Moses who 
handed down the commandments of the 
new music from a dark world they 
neither knew nor understood. 

By this time, however, Parker was 
too ill to accept the hosanas. Fans 
patted him on the back and called him 
But his personal problems 





confidence in himself was 


coherent sounds. 


a genius. 












were so big, his frustrations so massive, 
that he did not, could not and would 
not believe them. 

His impact on the musical world was, 
nevertheless, inestimable. There are 
few bands and instrumentalists who 
have not been influenced by what 
Parker said on his horn. Indeed Parker- 
phrases, pert and saucy, turn up with 
amazing regularity in TV and radio 
commercials. 

The music Parker wrought had 
strange, beautiful chord progressions 
that enabled musicians to develop and 
state larger and more interesting ideas. 
He also pioneered in the use of unusual 
intervals (skips from one note to an- 
other) and complex rhythmical forma- 
tions that led one erudite convert to 
call the new music, “sophisticated, high- 
ly literate and immensely cerebral.” 

It was as a soloist, however, that 
Parker achieved his greatest fame. His 
solos were masterpieces of form, 
abounding in a rich profusion of ideas 
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and cascades of sharp, clean notes that 
e set off by the eloquent chunks of 
ce that were a Parker trademark. 
people who had the good fortune 
hear Parker in person will ever 
forget it. He just stood there, blowing, 
tting the need and bitterness run out 

f him; then all of a sudden he would 
h his shoulders and spew out long, 
lelicately-constructed phrases with a 
facility that often drew ecstatic screams 


~ 


devotees. 
lis was not a story of hard work 
perseverance. Born Charles Chris- 
pher Parker, Jr., in Kansas City, Bird 
eloped an interest in music after 
yg a Rudy Vallee record. At 11, 
bought his first saxophone. Three 
later, he quit high school and 
ded to become a musician, mainly 
ause it “seemed glamorous, looked 


[hey laughed, however, when he 
ed his first solo. It was in a jam 
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A PARKER SAMPLER 


Ko-Ko (Savoy) 
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Embraceable You (Dial) 
Parker’s Mood (Savoy) 
Parker With Strings (Clef) 
Cosmic Rays (Clef) 
Kim (Clef) 
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A heroin addict at 15. Charlie Parker never was a teen-ager, never knew the simple joys 
Ss d 


Of growing up normally. The last of many ironies in Bird’s troubled life was the fact 


he, who had cried so much, died laughing. 
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session at a club on 22nd and Vine. “I 

went home and cried,” Bird said, “and 
didn’t play again for three months.” 

Regaining his confidence, Charlie 

played with several local bands, then 

Jay McShann, whom he quit 

ejoined a couple of time. After 

eeks, Charlie quit and bummed 

way to New York where he got a 

a chicken shack—as a dish wash- 

He quit this job a few months later, 

bummed around some more, then settled 

down to some serious musical puttering 

hili house in Harlem. Bored with 

the conventional music he heard about 

Charlie started experimenting with 

uitar player during the latter part of 

“| kept thinking,” he recalled, 

e's bound to be something else. I 

hear it sometimes, but I couldn’t 


idually, Charlie put together the 

leas that were forming in his mind. 
Later, as a member of Earl Hines’ 
chestra, he jammed with Dizzy Gil- 


lespie, Theolonius Monk and Kenny 
Clarke, who also contributed largely to 
the new music. “The whole school 
used to listen to what Bird would play,” 
said Billy Eckstine, who led the first 
big bop band. “He was so spontaneous 
that things which ran out of his mind— 
which he didn’t think were anything— 
were classics.” 

Despite increasing professional recog- 
nition, Bird was still a man in flight 
from himself. He was still riding “the 
horse (heroin),” as the saying goes. 
Drained by the mental strain of crea- 
tion, tossed about on the angry winds 
of criticism, he found in dope. the 
mental peace and contentment that he 
could not find in himself. 

Driving himself, playing as if he were 
possessed by some demon, Bird created 
in the middle forties some of the endur- 
ing masterpieces of the modern jazz 
age. He composed classics like Yard- 
bird Suite and recorded the alto saxo- 
phone masterpiece, Ko-Ko. His talent 


and stature were reflected in. the Esquire, 
Downbeat and Metronome polls. 

Alternating between periods of hero- 
in-induced buoyancy and _ body-wrack- 
ing days of cold reality, Parker. was 
perilously close to a nervous break- 
down. The breakdown, a legendary ex- 
plosion in jazz history, came in 1946 in 
Los Angeles. During this period, he 
was playing in a combo with Dizzy 
Gillespie at a local club, where the fans 
were openly hostile. Broke and poorly 
clothed, he played infrequently and on 
some nights not at all. Craving for 
dope wracked his body; he was alter- 
nately hot, then ice cold. He developed 
violent tics. 

Burnt out mentally and physically, he 
was walking a tight rope that snapped 
one night at a recording session. His 
body jerking and twitching uncontrolla- 
bly, Parker shuffled into the studio, a 
mere shell of a man. Although he could 
barely hold his horn, the record he 
made that night became one of the most 





way 
wor 


He 


recc 

















controversial in the history of recorded 
music. The record was Lover Man and 
Parker hated it until his death. 

After a slow piano introduction and 
an electric pause that screams with 
tension, Parker entered on jerky phrases 
of the melody, some two bars late, his 
tone unsteady, his ideas indefinite. He 
completed two records before he col- 
lapsed. He was taken to Camarillo State 
Hospital where he remained for seven 
months. 

The events that preceded the record- 
ing session were detailed in a short 
story, Sparrow’s Last Jump, which won 
an O’Henry Memorial Award in 1948. 
The thinly-disguised central character, 
of course, was Bird. But it was not 
Bird’s “last jump.” He bounced back, 
impudent and brilliant as ever, record- 
ing as a memento of his hospital days, 
Relaxing At Camarillo. 

After his return to the cafe and re- 
cording circuit, Parker struggled vali- 


at all. He found it increasingly difficult 
to find a job, though the musical world 
was saying, “Bird is the greatest ever.” 
“He had so many pressures on him,” 
his widow, Doris, said. “These pres- 
sures made him goof and then, because 
of his goofing, if he couldn’t get a job, 
he would just blow-up. He was a 
genius; if he had taken the time, he 
could have done so many things.” 
Toward the end, however, Parker 
gave up all hope, his friends said. Odd- 
ly enough, his last, tragic months be- 
gan and ended at Birdland, the New 
York jazz factory that was named for 
him. While performing there last Sep- 
tember, Parker created a scene that 





Lost in his music, Charlie Parker shows intense concen- 


tration that propelled him in one of last photos taken 


erore de ath. 


‘Nothing to go away to. 


“He had no hobbies,” 


antly with the habits that threatened to 
destroy him. He married a_long- 
stemmed Chicago brunette, Doris Syd- 
nor, made a big splash in the pop field 
with the memorable “Parker With 
Strings” albums and talked persuasively 
on the new directions he thought jazz 
should take. 

He felt, for example, that jazz should 
aim at the formal clarity of “serious” 
music while retaining warmth and 
spontaneity. Still searching for better 
ways of saying things, he devoured the 
words of Stravinsky, Debussy, Schoen- 
berg, Shostakovitch and Hindermith. 
He spoke often of a desire to make a 
record, incorporating some of the 
devices Hindermith used in his Kleine 
Kammermusik group. 

These things, however, were not to 
be. His life had been proscribed, laid 
out from the moment the first needle 
plunged into his flesh. He slipped into 
his old habits. He was late for many 
jobs and oftentimes failed to show up 


his widow said. 
Vusic was his life. He had such 
a terrible need to be liked.” 





shocked his followers. Ashamed of him- 
self and spiritually blown out by vices 
that had taken hold of him and would 
not let go, he staggered home and 
drank iodine. He was rushed to Belle- 
vue hospital, however, where he was 
revived. 

A psychiatrist at the hospital took 
an interest in his case and Bird rallied 
briefly. He rented a place in New Hope, 
Pa., a few hours from New York, and © 
commuted to the hospital for psychi- 
atric treatment. There followed a long, 
cruel period in which the Bird of 
Genius struggled with his other self, the 
Bird of Habit. 


The Bird (Continued on Page 60) 
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| SAT DOWN with a steaming cup of coffee, but even the 
sunny cheerfulness of Mother’s bright little breakfast nook 
didn’t lag my waning spirits. 
| had tried so hard to make a go of my marriage to Bob, 
hut it seemed the more effort | put into it the less good it did. 
Now that I'd made up my mind to leave him and make a 
ome for myself and our two children I felt lost and my 
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“I entered the office just as Bob cocked his fists and began to charge a handsome man 
who sat behind a desk, fingering some bills.” 
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memories drifted back to Stan who had wanted so much to 
marry me and the terrible mess I’d made out of my life. 
When I heard the rattle of Bob’s old battered chevy jolt- 
ing to a stop in the driveway, my heart lurched painfully. | 
felt as though ice cubes were sliding down my back because 
I dreaded another horrible argument with him. I wanted 
him to stay away from us... me and Jimmy and Ricky. 
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ould see the old worn out car from 
window and I shuddered with re- 
rance of the never-ending flat tires 
talling motor. If it hadn’t been 
Bob’s gambling we could have af- 
1a good car. 
heart didn’t leap with joy when 
him coming any more. There was 
that fear of the trouble, the wor- 
that seemed to walk hand in hand 


tapped lightly on the back door 

let him in, but there was no wel- 

r smile for him on my face. 

), what are you doing here?” My 

yas cold. I felt cold all over. 

ame to take you home, where you 
’ He said, and he moved closer 

raising his arms in a gesture of 

ness. 

[ backed away from him. “No, 
What’s done is done. That is all 
iow.” I didn’t dare to let him 
me, close his arms around me. 
afraid of the wild passion that 
consume me. He could bend me 
will so easily . . . and he knew 
couldn’t take any more of your 
ng and lying.” 

b’s face winced and his dark eyes 

pleading. “Oh Melinda, don’t be 
that! I want my kids back. I want 


| back home, too.” 
i [ felt sorry for Bob, in a way. He 
» weak. But can anyone respect 
in without enough backbone to 
on his own two feet? What was 
se? He wouldn’t change! “You 
born with gambling in your 
I told him coldly, emptily. “I’m 
igh Bob. It’s just no use trying any 


lipped an arm around my waist 
illed me to him. His lips brushed 
is | turned my head. Trembling 
hed him from me. I saw the hurt 
dark eyes, but I hardened my 
! wanted to rush into his arms 
itisfy the physical desire of want- 
im, but I didn’t dare! “No Bob. 
ied that and it didn’t work.” I 
1 so much for our marriage to 
. for our two children most 
‘It seems to me that we’ve tried 
bout everything.” I sank wearily 
ny chair. I'd taken him back be- 
id he hadn’t kept his promise. I 
etter now. 
lamn it!” Bob leaned over and 
ed his fist on the table. “I’ve 
u I’m sorry. I know how wrong 


I’ve been. What do you want me to do, 
get down on my knees to you?” 

His voice raised, and I touched my 
finger to my lips. “Quiet, Mother and 
Dad are still sleeping and so are the 
boys.” 

Bob lowered his voice to a soft, plead- 
ing tone. “So I was wrong! I promise 
on a stack of Bibles I’ll never gamble 
again.” He looked at me for a moment, 
and my heart squeezed painfully at the 
earnestness in his face. “I'll tell you 
what I'll do, I'll bring my pay check 
home to you every week and you can 
cash it yourself.” A warm expectancy 
flushed his face as he leaned closer to 
me. “You can give me a couple of dol- 
lars for pocket money and take care of 
the rest of the money yourself. You'll 
know I can’t gamble then, not if you 
have all the money!” He stood up 
straight. There was almost a look of 
surprise in his face. Surprise et his 


would ever have happened. I poured 
him a cup of coffee and set it down on 
the table and sat down across from him, 
sipping at my cooling coffee. 


I WAS TORN apart again. Was it 

right for me to keep him and the 
Jimmy was five and 
could 


babies apart? 
Ricky was three, just babies . . . 
I expect them to understand? [I couldn’t 
even explain it to them. I had listened 
to them crying for their daddy every 
night for two weeks now and it almost 
tore my heart out. I had almost con- 
vinced myself that they would forget 
and get over it in time, but would they? 
Would they forgive me for taking them 
away from their daddy after they got 
older? I couldn’t be sure. Fear clutched 
at my heart at the very thought of either 
of my boys turning against me. I looked 
at Bob and he was staring into his cup 
of coffee; tears he was too proud to shed 


MELINDA HAD A CHOICE AND BOB HAD A CHOICE. 


MELINDA HAD HER CHOICE OF A GOOD MAN 


NAMED STAN AND A GAMBLING BUM—BOB. SHE 








own nobleness. 

“Oh, Bob—!” I felt a little stir of 
hope within me. Did I dare take an- 
other chance? That was a big conces- 
sion for Bob to make. Nothing could 
have told me more clearly how much 
he meant his promise—now. 

He was watching me closely, trying 
to read my reactions. “Please Melinda, 
I want my boys home. I love those kids! 
You know I’ve always been good to 
them.” His voice was humble now, 
pleading. 

“Have you really Bob?” Almost re- 
luctantly I spoke the words. “Is it being 
good to them to deny them the right of 
a good education in the future? Is it 
being good to them to gamble away 
their future happiness, their security?” 
Why ... why couldn’t he be just a 
little more like Stan. Then none of this 


reddened his eyes. Torn by emotions, 
I tried to reason it out, tried to see what 
was best for us all; for—Gold help me 
—TI did still love Bob, after all the hurts, 
the broken promises, I still loved him! 

If he kept his word and brought his 
pay check home to me then he wouldn't 
have money to gamble with. If he really 
wanted to turn over a new leaf and try 
to make a home for us maybe this would 
work. Every child has a right to love 
and security; I wanted my boys to have 
it too. And, I admitted helplessly to 
myself, I wanted Bob, his arms, his love. 

Bob drained his cup and stood up, 
and I sensed a new decision in him. 
“I’m leaving now. I'll give you the rest 
of the week to make up your mind. If 
you aren’t home by Saturday night I’m 
leaving for good.” He pushed the chair 
back in its place and looked out the 
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window, avoiding my eyes. “You and 
the kids can have the house. I'll leave 
the state and you'll never see me again.” 
He laid a big hand on my shoulder. 
The blood leaped in my veins at his 
touch and I knew that I wanted him 
back at almost any price. And again 
I thought of Stan and wished that he 
had stirred the longing and desire in 
me that Bob did. 

“Oh Melinda, I want to change, really 
I do. I love you and the kids . . . please 
come back . . . help me to change, I need 
you!” His voice choked up and he al- 
most whispered, “I really need you to 
help me, honey! I hope you'll come 
back.” He went out and closed the door 
quietly behind him. 

I was thinking, thinking about all the 
times I sat home alone at night. Listen- 
ing for one of the babies to cry, listen- 
ing for Bob’s key in the lock, listening 

. waiting... 


doesn’t seem to come up to my stand- 
ards of a nice boy,” she’d said in the 
beginning. She took my hand in hers 
and her eyes pleaded for me to under- 
stand. “He’s—well he seems a little 
wild—a little too carefree. There’s no 
spark of serious ambition in him. I’m 
afraid if you marry him you'll have the 
rest of your life to regret it, honey.” 
She tugged lightly at my hand. “And 
darling, what about your engagement to 
Stan? How can you bring yourself to 
tell him you’re turning him down for 
a man like Bob? How can you, dear?” 

I was so sure I was right about Bob 
and Mother was wrong. Didn’t parents 
always want to pick out the mate for 
their children? Bob was the one I was 
madly in love with. He was the one 
that made my blood race wildly with 
desire. He was the one that made my 
heart leap crazily at the sight of him, 
but I couldn’t tell Mother these things. 


MARRIED BOB. BOB HAD A CHOICE BETWEEN A 


HAPPY HOME, A GOOD WIFE AND GAMBLING. HE 


CHOSE GAMBLING! 


It seemed I had been waiting for a 
life time. Waiting for what? I won- 
dered about that; maybe I had been 
waiting for this moment when Bob 
would see what he was doing to his 
family, to his own life. Maybe this was 
that one time when he really meant what 
he said; that he would really start over 
again and there would be no more wait- 
ing in fear for my home, our home, our 
happiness to be crushed in a divorce 
court. 

Could I start over? Would it be worth 
it? For the children’s sake I felt | 
should try again. But would another 
failure break my spirit, divest me of all 
hope for a future of happiness? I 
couldn’t be sure . . 

Mother had tried to warn me against 
marrying Bob. “It’s nothing I can put 
my fingers on darling, but he just 





Stan was good. He was steady and 
serious. I could always depend on him, 
anytime, anywhere, but there was no 
thrill. The desire of wanting him, need- 
ing him, was missing. 

I knew Mother meant well. No one 
could have ever had a sweeter mother, 
but she just didn’t understand how 
much I loved Bob. 

When I gave Stan’s ring back to him 
that night I thought he was going to 
break down and cry, but he bit down on 
his lip and stared out across the patio 
for a long time before he could trust 
himself to speak. I almost cried myself, 
seeing the hurt in his face and for a 
moment I wondered at myself. Wonder- 
ing if I was doing the right thing and 
then Bob came to my mind and my 
heart leaped crazily. 

“I hope you'll be very happy, Me- 


linda,” Stan’s voice sounded as though 
it were sticking in his throat, “But I 
think you are making a big mistake to 
marry a man like Bob. He’s too wild 
and unsettled. I’m afraid he'll make 
your life miserable for you.” Stan 
leaned his head into his hands and I 
suspicioned there were tears in his eyes 
and he was too proud to show them. 
For a moment I wanted to put my arm 
across his broad shoulders and comfort . 
him. This had been harder than I would 
have been willing to admit. 

So Bob and I were married in spite 
of Mother’s and Stan’s warnings. I felt 
I could never love anyone else like I 
love Bob! 

Bob’s friend, Marve, offered us the 
use of his cabin in the mountains for 
our honeymoon. It was a beautiful cabin 
with high-beamed ceilings and a mam- 
moth fireplace with a built-in spit for 
barbecuing. We had two whole weeks 
to enjoy it and I was bursting with 
happiness. 

Marve had a pin-ball machine stand- 
ing in the corner and there was a coffee 
can half full of nickels for change. 
While I was broiling steaks over the fire 
and setting the table Bob played the pin- 
ball machine. He fed the nickels into 
it, swaying, pushing, moving with and 
against the ball as though he was trying 
to help it along so that it would hit the 
little electric bumpers that lit up the 
lights and rang the bell. 

“Come on, darling. These steaks are 
ready to eat.” 

“Okay, just a minute.” I watched him 
for a moment, (Continued on Page 64) 
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Mail-order marriages have brought heartaches, and worse, to many 


lonely women. But here is a true story of two women who found 


mail-order husbands made-to-order for them! 
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ALLY JACKSON was a “plain Jane.” That was a 
fact neither she nor her friends could contradict. 
Though she lacked real beauty, and a figure that would 
have prompted wolf-whistles, still the radiant, warm 
and friendly smile she constantly wore won for her a 
host of friends. 

But Sally Jackson wanted more than friends. She 
wanted to meet a man who would offer to spend the 
rest of his days in loving companionship with her. 
Men did call on her, but after taking her out once or 





twice, they left her a spinster, lonely, depressed, and starved for 


love. 
The advice of her well-meaning friends irked her to the point of 


telling them to mind their own business, but Sally Jackson wasn’t 
the type to tell them off. Still, the burden of spinsterhood she car- 
ried made her life a “thorny bed of roses.” At parties she would 
hear the old refrain, 

“Isn’t it about time you married and settled down, Sally? What 
seems to be the matter? Why haven’t you found a man yet?” 

Of course Sally had a ready answer for that one. She had re- 
hearsed it often enough, 

“I’ll marry and settle down when the right man comes along.” 

But Sally’s friends merely smiled at each other knowingly, as 
though to say, “How often have we heard that one.” 

You can imagine how Sally felt after hearing the same words of 
friendly advice over and over again. First, it upset her; then, it 
irritated her; and, finally, it angered her. She kept telling herself: 

“I’m not so old—only twenty-five. I’ve still got time to meet 
someone . . . I’ve still got time. . . .” 

But truthfully, Sally herself did not believe what she was think- 
ing Her inner voice kept repeating, “It is getting late, late, late 

. you haven’t much time. . . .” 

One night, Sally awoke in a nightmare of panic, and looked 
around her room. Everything was still, like the troubled stillness 
of her empty heart. Why she awoke in the middle of the night, 
she would never know, but Sally had the sudden premonition that 
her awakening was a happy omen, that something nice would 
happen to her. 

She laid languidly in bed, and looked out of the window. She 
could see stars in the sky, twinkling and trembling like a million 
lights, and suddenly, in a corner of the sky, she thought she saw a 
word spelled out by a group of stars. The word was “hope.” Sally 
went back to sleep, confident that her luck would change. In the 
morning, Sally went to work with a smile on her face. 


IL-ORDER 


=MARRIAGE 


It was during her lunch hour that the “miracle” occurred. Sally 
had purchased a magazine to read in the restaurant. While she 
turned the pages, an advertisement caught her eye. 

“Are you lonely? Do you long for the companship of the 
opposite sex? Then send for a list of friendly, respectable 
matrimonial pen pals who are lonely, too.” 

Was it wrong for Sally Jackson to enter into a friendship with 
someone she had never seen before? (Continued on Page 71) 
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how lonely a baseball wife can 
marking time while her hus- 
s out of town playing ball. 
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HERE are two sides to this life of 

being married to a big-name ball- 
player. There is what appears to be the 
glamorous side—the side that includes 
expensive homes, cars, clothes and ex- 
tensive pictorial features in leading 
magazines like Ebony and Life. And 
there is the other side of the coin— 
which the public seldom sees. 

I know both sides because I am the 
wife of a big-name player | shall call 
Joe Jordan. Joe has been universally 
acclaimed as one of the most sensa- 
tional performers to make the majors 
in many years. 

I know that when a girl agrees to 
marry a ballplayer, she can be just as 
easily be stepping into heartache as into 
happiness. I know how lonely a base- 
ball wife can become, sitting home, 
marking time, having nothing else to 
do, while her husband is out of town 
playing ball. 

I know what great danger lies in 
success and acclaim that 
quickly to a young star. 

Joe was virtually a unanimous choice 


comes too 


© for “Rookie of the Year” honors in his 


first season with the Hercules. And he 
seemed certain of winning the “Most 
Valuable Player” award in his second 
year—until I caught him with another 
woman and quit him! 

Sports fans never learned about that. 
They do know, of course, that right 
from the beginning of the season, Joe 
made headlines with his “impossible” 
performances. They also know that in 
with the 
Herks setting a sizzling pace, with the 


mid-season, front-running 


Yanks nipping at their heels, Joe sud- 
denly went into a slump which skidded 


his .335 batting average to a sad .250. 








And worse, he began muffing even easy 
catches in his outfield position, whereas 
until then, he had regularly been mak- 
ing the kind which were hard to believe, 
even when you saw them. 

Yes, the fans certainly were aware of 
that disastrous slump, which threw the 
Herks back to third place in the torrid 
pennant race. But they did not know 


why. 





The answer to that much discussed 
question began at the halfway mark 
of the season, when the Herks were 
battling to hold their lead over the 
Yanks. They were playing a home se- 
ries, which ended with the Herks taking 
both games of a Sunday double-header 
—in which Joe saved one game with 
one of his “crazy” catches, and won 
the other (Continued on Page 55) 
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Under the hypnosis of her beautiful brown eyes, 


! told her things about myself I had told no one 


else. I told her about my parents and my lone- 


liness and my desire .:. 





You’re a man, and you’ve been happily 
married for 10 years. What would you 


do if a wartime buddy showed you a 





faded picture of a woman and you learned 

for the first time that your wife had been 

a call girl? This is one man’s story of 
what he did! 





MY 
WIFE 





A CALL GIRL 





ter come: 








WOULD 


youl 


YOU DO if you 


Wi AT 

found out wife had been a 
girl? 

What would you do if, after 10 years 

the happiest married life a man could 

that 

had 


k for. you suddenly discovered 


re your marriage your wife 

d herself to other men? 

(hats the problem that faced me re- 

ntly. when I learned that Melissa, my 

fe. was one of New Jersey's ereateya) of 
girls who preyed on lonely Gls dur- 


days of World War II. 


world can go erash- 


« those hectic 
Odd 
»¢ down around vour feet. and age 


oO haunt you. 


how your 


ure’ ‘ea tha ~ 


You discover that your dream has been 















and,because he was an ex-Arng§] 
we were, having a drink \#aRy 
feeble attempt to recapture MGmaknes. 

“Speaking of said, “I 
OGM Cima mintnorcrto her?” 

WUmuimeCminuEmiered me the pho- 
Guest. | could have cried 
iiaimeerurt and ashamed | was. But I 
@gexed it well. I asked him questions 
About this “wonderful broad” (as he 
called her), and when I left the bar, my 
head was spinning, my knees shaking, 
and a great sodden lump of hurt lay in 
the pit of my stomach. 

When I had left Baltimore to go to 
Newark on business, I had no idea that 
when I re- (Continued on Page 70) 
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a nightmare. your happiness a farce = women. 


your wife a reformed streetwalker. buddy. 
Can you imagine the hurt I felt when 


I learned that she had even gone with chicks.” he 


some of the soldiers stationed with me 


at Fort Dix. some of them good friends 


tograph ot 


of mine? 


Can you imagine how my_ heart 


withered within me that dreary night in 


Newark’s Penn Bar wher 





ve man pulled 
waITOM his 





a faded photograph Bt itty 
Wiener me how she was the 
iemmoean he had ever had? 

Ae didn’t know she was my wife, that 
I had fallen into the exquisite web she 
had spun when she tired of being a 


streetwalker. We had been discussing 

















“J don’t know how much longer,’ | said one night after a service, 
“IT will be able to keep things from Henry. Before we know it, the 
whole town will be pointing the finger at us.” 


SMES, 











| WAS THE 
PROPHET 


- x vont 2 eee 
De eae 


Irma wanted to leave dirty, old Middletown—with or with- 
out her husband. When Prophet Murray showed up, she 
thought she saw an easy way out. 


AS I STOOD THERE in the dark behind the pulpit with the barely audible 
sound of voices coming to me over the tape recorder’s speaker, my heart 
dropped like an elevator suddenly cut loose from its cables. Shame and anger 
fought within me and I would have rushed out of my hiding place to confront 
them right there but for a more sober thought that outlined a quick and effective 
avenue of revenge. I switched the dial of the machine to “record,” remembering 
that there was a new spool on the recorder which I had placed there early that 
afternoon in order to be ready to take down his services the next morning. 

“. . . That little country fool?” I heard him say, “Do you really think for one 
moment, Georgia, that I’m so simple I’d kick away a fortune to take up with a 
bumpkin like her? You know I was just leading her on. She was made to order 
for us in this hick town. We had to have somebody to hide behind and it was 
pure luck that she showed up when we needed her most!” 

> and Georgia’s voice sounded coarse, hard, like that of a call 
house madame demanding her rent, “I thought for a while that you had blown 
your top and really was getting so far out of line that I’d have to take care of you. 
And you know, Grant, I would really take care of you”—her tones sounded 
deadly—“‘in the way I promised you years ago when I picked you up in Charles- 
ton and taught you the tricks of this racket!” Then a third voice, that of a man, 
brisk and business-like, broke in. “You got nearly $10,000 now, Grant. I'd say it’s 
time to blow. We can head for Florida right away.” The gentle whirring of the 
tape eating up the remainder of the conversation at the table in front of the pulpit 
gave me a savage satisfaction. 

But at the same time, I saw myself facing my friends, my neighbors of Middle- 
town, and worst of all, my husband, Henry. Big, not bad-looking, hard-headed 
Henry with his rough, calloused hands, his brawny arms and chest strengthened 
by his years of rugged toil at the mill. Henry Williams who all along had advised 
me that Rome wasn’t built in a day and that my impatience to get away from the 
drab, ugly, small-town life of my birth had to be deferred. 
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“There’s a right way,” he said one 
night at supper,” and there’s a wrong 
way, Irma. Sure, I'd like to get away 
from here to some big city up North 
just as much as you. But I’m not going 
to be stampeded into pulling up stakes 
and going somewhere I’ve never been 
before with only a few bucks in my 
pocket and a wife to feed and clothe. 
When I leave here, we’re going away 
right i 

[ had been restless and I’d almost 
hated him for what he said as he sat 
there contentedly eating the hot peach 
cobbler I had just taken from the oven. 
How could anyone fail to see that I 
was just eating my heart out staying 
there in Middletown, doing the same 
things week in and out, year after year? 
Bud’s joint! I shuddered as I conjured 
up in my mind the wild scenes on Satur- 
day night in the narrow little storefront 
with the painted plate glass windows 

the girls from the surrounding 
countryside in town for the weekend, 
jitterbugging with fellows in overalls, 
necking in the booths with the local 
sharpies in their exaggerated zoot suits 
and pointed shoes. The smell of their 
sweating bodies, the rough, coarse lan- 
guage they used in talking to each other 

the sudden brawls and fights. . . . 
And the gossiping old ladies and the 
smug, empty-headed housewives my 
own age who seemed content to cook, 
wash, iron and sew and keep house for 
their husbands, grow fat and rear chil- 
dren. I suddenly knew I couldn’t stay in 
Middletown much longer if I wanted to 
remain sane. 

Henry, who was deeply religious, 
lived only, it seemed to me, for Sunday 
and for Mt. Sinai Baptist Church. 

Both of us had attended it since we 
were very small. Henry’s father had 
been a deacon there before he died and 
Henry quite naturally felt a great at- 
tachment for the pastor, the white- 
haired, stoop-shouldered Rev. T. T. 
Tompkins. He liked to sit down front 
and hang on to every word of the 
preacher. After church he seldom failed 
to seek out the old man to congratulate 
him on his sermon and to invite him 
home for dinner one night the next 
week. Although I also liked Rev. Tomp- 
kins, since he knew my parents, too, 
and had preached all the funerals in my 
family I could remember, I could never 
unburden my secret thoughts and long- 
ings to him as I knew Henry did. But, 
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for want of something to do, I had be- 
come a leader of the younger group of 
members and had for the last three 
years been church clerk. I also helped 
add many new members when I felt in 
the mood to do some missionary work. 

At church one Sunday morning, I 
felt strangely exhilarated as though I 
were on the threshold of some new and 
exciting adventure. Not that anything 
had happened as yet or had remotely 
hinted that I was in line for new ex- 
periences. Don’t ask me how or why. I 
just felt it. As Henry and I made our 
way up the aisle toward the door at the 
conclusion of the services, shaking 
hands and exchanging greetings with 
our friends, my eyes dropped casually 
on a stranger who had just gotten up 
from his pew at the back of the church. 
I looked at him again. He was of a 
swarthy hue and very handsome. At 
first I thought he was an Indian. But a 
second glance assured me he wasn’t. A 
thin smile played about his lips. He was 
tall, rather thin and expensively dressed 
in blue and in the hot church his frost 
white shirt fairly glistened. 

Outside as Henry stood chatting 
with a group of people waiting for Rev. 
Tompkins, the stranger sauntered 
slowly over to us. I smiled at him and 
nodded. But he spoke to Henry. 

“Nice services,” he said courteously. 

Henry smiled and agreed. 

“My name is Murray,” the man said 
in a cultured voice. “I’m Prophet Mur- 
ray from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.” 

Henry’s friends stared at him then 
crowded around to introduce them- 
selves. This was something of an event 
for a stranger to be among them and 
they made the most of it. 

“Here, Irma,” Henry called. “I want 
you to meet Prophet Murray of Pitts- 
burgh. Prophet, this is my wife, Irma.” 

I murmured something and felt his 
eyes boring in mine. 

“Very charming young lady,” he said 
softly. “Mr. Williams, you certainly 
know how to pick them.” He laughed, 
joined by Henry and the others. I felt 
embarrassed and to snap out of it, I 
said, “Are you going to be in town very 
long, Prophet?” 

“Perhaps I will,” he said gravely. “In 
carrying out the Lord’s work, I must 
leave no stone unturned, no city un- 
visited where there are souls to save, 
hearts to make hopeful and buoyant, 
and troubles to be erased.” 


At this moment, Rev. Tompkins, 
finished with shaking hands and talking 
with members near the entrance, came 
over. We introduced him to the Prophet 
but I could see there was something 
strained in the manner in which Rev. 
Tompkins spoke to him, especially after 
the Prophet repeated that he planned to 
remain in Middletown to do some 
“evangelistic” work. After a few words, 
Rev. Tompkins excused himself and left 
before Henry could get to him. 

“What this town needs,” the Prophet 
was saying, “is a great, soul-saving re- 
vival with no holds barred in an all-out 
war on the devil. When I start my re- 
vival, I hope some of you folks will 
come by and hear me.” He looked 
directly at me. 

Next day, the radio began blaring a 
strange program three times daily, from 
seven in the morning until ten at night. 
It featured Prophet Murray’s voice. 

“Friends,” he said, “I am the strang- 
er in your midst; the man knocking at 
the doors of your hearts to be let in. I 
am not the milk man, I am not the 
grocery man, I am the Mail Man of the 
Lord God Almighty. I have a letter to 
you from Him which he ordered me to 
deliver in person to each and every one 
of you within sound of my voice. In 
His letter there is a message; a message 
of faith that health, prosperity and ease 
of mind is within you, locked there by 
the devil to whose advantage it is to 
delude you into believing that you are 
sick, that you are poor and not entitled 
to share the good things of life. If you 
would only open your hearts and let me 
in, I would show you with God’s help 
how you, too, may own your own home, 
have a nice bank account, freedom from 
worry, perfect health and peace of mind 
from any and all troubles and problems 
that may vex you. I am Prophet Mur- 
ray, the Messenger from God, sent to 
your city to conduct a great revival and 
soul saving campaign; a Back-to-God 
Movement that will once more establish 
the fact that everything good, God does 
and everything bad is the work of 
Satan. Won’t you come to my services 
that start next Sunday afternoon at 3 
o’clock? I am conducting my campaign 
at the tabernacle of faith through the 
courtesy of your local ministry. You 
will have an experience you will never 
forget and I guarantee that if you come 
to hear and see me once, you will come 
back again (Continued on Page 49) 
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Good Books 
For Your Child 


By Charlemae Rollins 
Children’s Librarian, 
Chicago Public Library System 


OW DO I find the endings to the 
Mother Goose Rhymes?” He was 
a young mechanic in overalls and had 


obviously stopped his truck outside the 
branch library while he ran in for help. 

“The endings?” He was asked by the 
puzzled librarian. 

“Yes.” He hesitated and then laugh- 
ingly continued, “My wife and I have 
been trying to teach our two-year-old 
some of the old rhymes we learned as 
children but we find that we have for- 
gotten the endings of most of them. 
Right now we are stuck on Little Boy 
Blue.” 

This request is typical of many re- 
ceived in libraries all over the country. 
Most young parents realize the impor- 
tance of books and reading in the lives 
of children but are not aware that the 
introduction of good books should begin 
as early as possible. 

Children need security. They need to 
know in every possible way that their 
parents love them. There is no better 
way to help an infant feel the steadfast 
permanence of parents and home than 
Daddy’s lap and a picture book, or 
Mamma’s comforting arms tucking him 
safely in bed (Continued on Page 63) 











Hints collected by 
Mrs. Dan Gerber, mother of five 


No doubt about it— 
fathers are worth their 
weight in imagination. 
A proud papa I talked 
to recently offers this 
bright brainstorm: He 
uses mason jar lids for casters under 
baby’s play pen to save the rug from 
scars. When the play pen is moved out- 
doors, the casters keep the legs from 
sinking into the sod. 


SPLASH-HAPPY HINTS. Tots soon dis- 
cover how blissfully cooling water can 
be in hot weather. 





For outdoor fun give your toddler a 
shallow basin of water to play with. 
Add to the attraction by making 
“sailboats” out of clothes pins. 


For indoor comfort, a tepid sponge 
bath before meals or naptime will 
go a long way toward keeping baby 
cool and comfy. 





SUMMER EATING for teethers is easy as 
1-2-3 with Gerber Junior Foods. For 
these tempting fruits, vegetables, meats, 
soups and desserts have such naturally 
good true flavors, such appealing colors 
that even the lagging-est summer appe- 
tites can usually be stimulated. Im- 
portant too, they have the tender, 
evenly-minced texture tykes with a few 
teeth can manage nicely. Over 25 varie- 
ties for imaginative mealtime planning. 


THREE TREATS for bright-eyed, snack- 
begging toddlers — all inspired by 
Gerber Junior Fruits: (1) Swell as 
spreads on bread. (2) Delightful bright- 
eners for milk shakes. (3) Luscious “up- 
per crusts” for ice cream sundaes. 





TOY TREAT for tots of all ages—the 
EXCLUSIVE GERBER BABY DOLL — 
a $3.75 value for only $2.00 and 12 
Gerber’s Baby Food Labels or Cereal 
box tops. Here now, is the famous Gerber 
Baby reproduced in a life-like, 12 in. 
baby doll—ready and waiting to be 
hugged and cherished by your little one. 
Practically indestructible, with soft, vinyl 
plastic head, rubber body. It cries, 
drinks, wets, sits up, has movable arms 
and legs. Added play values: a tiny nurs- 
ing bottle, 4 Cereal play boxes, cereal 
dish and spoon. 


Just mail labels and money to Gerber 
Baby Foods, Dept. TA7-5, Fremont, Mich. 
Offer good only in U.S.A., its possessions 
and Canada. Expires Dec. 31, 1955. 


“Babies are our business 
...our only business ! 


Gerber 


‘Baby Foods 


4 CEREALS ¢ OVER 60 STRAINED AND JUNIOR FOODS, INCLUDING MEATS 
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America’s 
Favorite 


Still only 





The Softer Dressing 


- OVAL, CROWN 


CONTAINS OLIVE OIL 
“— 10c, 25c and 50c 


BRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness by ® Health, noe 
ness. Brea rinking ae 
QUICKLY... *INEXPENS VELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
b_| ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,”” but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
in, cycle and causes many to turn 
tales in SECRET. A few drops of 












m liquor. May be 
s wonderful AL COREM eliminates desire for more 


alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
eatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
Lé< PORE M comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
ided—need not cause egy time out from work or 
ial duties. One aoe A ALCOREM user writes: 
PLEASE §S ORE WONDERFUL 
LCOREM AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHOIS A 
i1EAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
»)RE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
ditional help we send . 
F REE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREW 
pecial Formula cogvaics © o help nervous and digestive 
tems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
Or rmed drinker to proper weight. 

DO NOT DELAY 5 .. ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
ATISFACTION . We rush 
COREM, PIN Kies Wetehe re hart in oe wrapper. 

I postman $4.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
Sc in C.O.D. and postage, send $4.95 95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. R-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST. + CHICAGO 5, ILL. 








Doctor's Invention Gives New te 


Any woman now gets her own special we when ena 

e most likely to tiled ADVIS-A-GUIDE th a Doctor’s 

erful invention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS. 
5 GUIDE (whieh is a purse-size 
shows you ee eee likely 
to be fertile. Most important—these be mo fertile days of 

nurs are the only days when you will ae to con- 
coeivea child. A days of yours 





nd you get these s 


sily and simply when you use ADVIS-A- SUIDE. Bestofall | 


Dectors and the Church approved and recom 


WANTS A BABY 





men 
ADV1IS-A-GUIDE principle. Many women have toldmetheir | 
DVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married lifea | 
ery happy time. It can 2 much neg because you get | 





t with 2 To 
ame and address with tein coins orstamps. W. 
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mpletely satisfied—if you are 
elps you in your marriage relatio: 


send your full purchase price right back to roy by =e } 


it. (You can save 42c¢ postage by Leontine Be ll price of 
$2 in eash or money order or check when you write to me. 
Because then | pay all postage.) Write me personally. 

Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 404 


BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 
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‘A STITCH IN TIME’’ 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


IVE .DOCTORS, all classmates, had 

dinner together at an annual alumni 
meeting. The conversation got around 
to a discussion of the way doctors 
neglect themselves although they preach 
to their patients the importance of fre- 
quent and regular medical examinations, 
which is much like the axiom, “A stitch 
in time saves nine.” In the end they 
vowed that each one would submit to an 
immediate examination by the other 
four. 

One of the group, a distinguished spe- 
cialist, received a call one day that it was 
his turn to be examined. Several days 
later he received the report over the 
telephone from one of the doctors. He 
was told his physical condition was ex- 
cellent. Tests revealed that his blood 
pressure, heart, kidneys, blood, liver, 
ears, and eyes were all normal. The doc- 
tor congratulated him heartily. He said, 
however, there was just one thing he 


could not understand. When the urine 
examination was made a few red blood 
cells were found under the microscope. 
It was such an insignificant finding and 
wholly inconsistent with the other find- 
ings that he believed it to be an error, 
but to be sure he would like to get an- 
other specimen. This was done promptly. 

The next call from the examining 
physician had a note of seriousness. Not 
only were the blood cells found again 
but in increased amounts. He inquired 
if there had been any symptoms that 
might explain it and was assured that 
there had not been. His friend insisted 
that he come into the hospital overnight 
for a special examination to find a pos 
sible source of the blood. This was done. 
To the surprise of all a small tumor of 
the bladder was found. This was easily 
removed and the specimen was submit- 
ted to the pathologist for examination. 
It proved to be (Continued on Page 62) 
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HETH- 
ER it’s 
the land of the 
sky blue waters, 
or a quiet mountain 
cabin, a trip to some 
unknown tropical isle, 
or a flight to some for- 
eign shore, vacation time is 
a part of summer living. As 
soon as the sun starts to shine on 
both sides of the street, that old feel- 
ing of getting away from the daily 
grind of life creeps into our systems. Re- 
gardless of the hustle and bustle and many 
problems, there’s fun in store for everyone, 
and it’s a great wide, wonderful world with 
places to go and things to see. On following 
pages, TAN offers you some new and exciting 
play clothes designed to help get you 
into the vacation mood. ¢ ; 
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The cool, refreshing look is expressed in Shaheen’s blouse of natural 
colored pongee with a green leaf print, worn with man-tailored Ber- 
muda shorts of white raw silk. The fly-front zipper opening and fitted 
waist makes the shorts easy to wear. Outfit is $20. 


Black pedal pushers in easy-to-wash cotton materials are cut for easy 

walking and wearing. The matching sleeveless cotton print blouse can 

be worn as a wrap-around or tied in front for the cool, exposed 
Hawaiian look. From Pacific Sportswear, the price is about $6. 


Gay three-piece outfit consists of toreador pants, a striped jersey shirt 

and a chic jacket with a hood to be worn when necessary.’ Matching 

striped belt and striped lacings at the legs set the holiday mood. From 
MclInerny’s in Honolulu, the price is $14.95. 


Bright red pants that fit as neat as a pin, have deep side pockets and 

are worn with a gay-flowered, matching blouse, which has cap sleeves. 

Blouse may be worn as a tomboy shirt, or ends can be tied around the 
blouse. By Pacific Sportswear in Honolulu, price is $6. 


) The ever-practical three-piece outfits in Mexican and Hawaiian prints 
that bring the tropics to our shores are shown for any vacation ward- 
robe since they are so versatile and practical. Although materials 

have gold printing, they are washable. Price, about $10. 




















































ART OF THE PLEASURE of sum- 

mer is a wonderful vacation, and 
wise is the girl who plans her playtime 
wardrobe as carefully as she budgets her 
vacation days. A smart collection of 
playtogs that cover the span of summer 
activities should be the basis of every 
well assembled vacation wardrobe. Not 
only will they save wear and tear on 
dresses, but they will also allow more 
freedom of movement, and add a casual 
spirit to summer fun and frolics. 

No matter where you choose your va- 
cation site—from mountainous Colorado 
to hot, sunny Mexico, your play ward- 
robe is an important part of your trip. 
More fun, more freedom and more fash- 
ion is offered in playtogs this year, and 
the gay, fetching styles will look striking 
with smooth bronze tans. When it comes 
to colors, nothing can beat the fancy, 
lively prints or the solid, rich hues of 
this summer’s colors. It’s also becom- 
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ing fashionably smart to wear simple 
tailored jewelry to bring out the color 
and style of playtogs. 

From shorts to pedal pushers, from 
culottes to slacks, the vacation-bound 
girl vitally needs a well balanced play- 
time wardrobe that will carry her 
through the high and low social seasons 
of the summer. Whether it’s fishing, 
tennis or picnicking, or just plain 
lounging in the house, playclothes will 
spark up summer fun. So select play- 
clothes carefully, and choose those that 
need only a swish in the tub or machine 
to come sparkling clean, and require 
only a minimum of ironing. Many will 
need no ironing at all, and these are cer- 
tainly packable items that must be in- 
cluded in the suitcase. Start your vaca- 
tion off without a worry or care, con- 
fidently assured that you'll meet each 
occasion with the right outfit and have 
a lively, fun-packed time. 
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WATCH THAT 





| Many people rush headlong into a miserable “broil” by taking too much sun at one time. 


Here are simple rules for getting a tan without broiling. 





Be a glamorous “sunning beauty,” but don’t forget the suntan oil. Before 
facing the sun cover all areas of the body that will be exposed with a rich 
lubricating oil. This tanning oil actually helps to protect the skin. 











N EYE-FETCHING TAN is one of the most coveted of 
“* all summer pleasures, but a blistering, stinging burn 
may well be the resulting consequence unless necessary pre- 
autions are taken before this date with the sun. It’s amazing 
how many people rush headlong into a miserable “broil” by 
taking too much sun at one time. 

There are several simple, but effective rules to remember 
before setting out to acquire that enviable summer tan. Too 
much sun does more harm than good, and instead of getting 
a smooth, luxurious tan, you end up with a livid sunburn 


From time to time during the sunning process bathe the body 
with more applications of suntan oil. Watch carefully bare 
shoulders where the skin is taut. 
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that makes you look like a boiled lobster. The first rule is 
to take things slow at the beginning. You can’t acquire a 
tan in one or two days. It will take at least one to two weeks 
for a good one. 

Your first “sun date” shouldn’t last more than ten to fif- 
teen minutes. Let your skin get used to the sun’s direct rays. 


Next day the time can be increased to as much as half hour 
to an hour. Turn your body frequently to expose both top 
and bottom areas, for nothing is more unattractive than an 
uneven tan with blotches of untanned skin showing. 
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Pineapple Burgers 
Season 2 /bs. ground, lean beef with 1 tsp. salt and 
*4 tsp. pepper. Shape into 6-8 patties. Drain juice 
Jrom I No. 2 can of pineapple slices (8 slices to a 
ean). Grill pineapple slices and hamburgers over hot 
Coals, or in a heavy skillet, allowing 2-3 minutes cn 
each side. Turn pineapple slices several times. A few 
minutes before meat is done and pineapple slices are 
Slightly browned toast spit buns on grill. Serve pine- 

apple burgers piping hot. 


Magic Fruit Dessert 
Drain syrup from I large can pineapple slices. Add 1% tsp. mint fla- 
voring to the syrup and pour over pineapple slices. Chill thoroughly. 
Arrange in a Shallow bowl and top with colorful sprigs of fresh mint. 
For added decoration, stick toothpicks through maraschino cherries 
and stick through pineapple slices. To make snowballs, dip small cup 
cakes or pieces of cake in fluffy boiled icing and roll in coconut. 











EFRESHING, golden pineapple, the 
delight of sunny Hawaii, is one of 
Ssummer’s top favorite foods. Its spar- 
ing color and crisp texture lends itself 





perfectly to any number of dishes 






nging from unusual “pineapple bur- 
gers’ to delicious pineapple sundaes. 

Canned pineapple is offered in a va- 
jety of ways including chunk style for 
arty salads, or just plain “good eat- 
ing,” 
dainty desserts, and mediums and large 


crushed for sundaes, tidbits for 





slices for numberless uses. Since pine- 
apple is already cooked when canned, 
all that’s needed to turn out a spiffy 
dream dish is a deft flip of the can open- 
er. As a regular salad standby, pine- 
apple can’t be beat. 

Its sunny goodness is further en- 
hanced when incorporated into an icy, 
chilled dessert that really takes the heat 
out of a muggy July day. However, don’t 
limit pineapple to salads and desserts. It 
can be versatile in many other ways, too. 
Any imaginative cook knows the value 
of broiled pineapple slices on a meat 
platter. Skewered chunks are delightful 
as appetizers, and crushed pineapple 
finds its way into bran muffins and nut 
breads for a new taste. 
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Ham Pineapple Skillet 
Combine ¥ lb. ground ham, 2 1b. ground beef, ¥ tsp. 
salt, 1 egg, and 2 tbsp. dry bread crumbs. Form into 4 
patties. Brown in a little hot fat in a heavy pan or 
skillet. Place a pineapple slice on each meat patty. 
Pare and halve 4 sweet potatoes, then arrange patties 
on top. Sprinkle with cinnamon and %4 cup brown 
sugar. Pour Y cup pineapple syrup over all. Cover 
with a tight lid. Simmer until potatoes are tender. Un- 
cover and spoon pan liquid over fruit and potatoes 

last few minutes to give a glaze. 





Minted Pineapple Sundae Sauce 
na No. 2 can of crushed pineapple. To the syrup add 
ip sugar and simmer about 7 minutes. Cool. Add 
ipple, about 3 tsp. peppermint flavoring and a few 
0S of food coloring, just enough to tint it delicately. 


covered in refrigerator. 
ream in sherbet dishes. Top with chilled pineapple 
ed sauce. Bits of chopped nuts may be added if 


desired. 


Place scoops of vanilla 








“Cooking is part of our curriculum at 


Little Brown Schoolhouse... 


we use 
Carnation! 


SAYS: Mrs. Helen Meade 
Director, Little Brown 
schoolhouse 

1177 Hoe Ave., Bronx, N.Y. 


The Little Brown Schoolhouse, one of 
America’s best-known private schools, 
an attribute much of its success to the 

hard work and inspiration of one woman 
Mrs. Helen Meade, its Founder and 
present Director. 
‘The smooth way Carnation blends 
vith other ingredients makes it the 
perfect milk for our cooking classes,” 
ays Mrs. Meade. “Even when our be- 
ginners make their first recipes with 
Carnation, the results are so creamy 
ind delicious you'd think the girls had 
»een cooking for years! I pride myself 
n being a good cook, too. My husband 
has always preferred the richer flavor I 
get with Carnation in all my cooking.” 
Coming from a top homemaker like 
Mrs. Meade, isn’t that a wonderful rec- 
ymmendation for a milk to have? Don’t 
ou agree Carnation should be your 
milk, too? 


Mrs. Meade says: 
“Try this richer, creamier fudge 
sauce...it’s easy as 1-2-3!” 





( 4-2-3-FUDGE SAUCE ) 
_| (Makes 242 cups sauce) 


1 large can (124 cups) undiluted 
Carnation Evaporated Milk 
2 cups sugar 
3 squares (3 oz.) unsweetened chocolate 


Combine undiluted Carnation Milk, sugar and 
chocolate in saucepan over low heat. Cook 15- 
20 minutes; stir occasionally. Remove from 
heat; add 1 teaspoon vanilla. Beat briskly 
until smooth and thoroughly mixed. Serve 
warm or chilled over 
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> 3 cake squares. 
- P ice cream 
or puddings. 
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Mrs. Meade wants you to meet some 
of her Little Brown Schoolhouse pu- 
pils. Busy as she is, she enjoys testing 
new Carnation Milk recipes at home 
for the school’s cooking classes. 





f 






Here she discusses the day’s menus 
with the school dietitian, Pearl Asche. 
Dessert will be one of the children’s 
favorites — creamy-smooth pudding 
made with Carnation Milk. 





Mr. and Mrs. Meade relax over after- 
dinner coffee “creamed” with Carna- 
tion, and look at a new portrait of their 
nieces, aged 9, 11 and 13. All three 
were healthy Carnation-fed babies. 


WORLD’S LEADING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 








Pineapple Strawberry Treat 


Drain 6 large pineapple slices. Cover with 
Y% cup Creme de Menthe and chill for \, 
hour. Select 25-30 fresh, plump strawber. 
ries. Wash, but leave stems and leaves on 
for decoration. Chill. Dip each strawberry 
in Creme de Menthe, then into a bowl of 
confectioners’ sugar. Drain chilled pine. 
apple slices and place on a dessert plate. 
Place 4-5 strawberries in center and serve, 





Pineapple Juice Chiffon Tarts 


Soften 1 envelope plain gelatin in 4 cup 
cold pineapple juice. Heat to boiling ina 
saucepan 114 cups pineapple juice, 1 tbsp. 
lemon juice, Yq tsp. salt and Y cup suga. 
Stir in gelatin until dissolved. Beat 3 egg 
yolks; add a little of the hot mixture. 
Combine with remaining hot mixture. Chill 
until slightly thickened. Stir in 1 tsp. 
grated lemon peel. Beat 3 egg whites with 
‘4 cup sugar until stiff; fold into gelatin 
mixture. Pour into pastry shells. Chill firm. 
Garnish tarts with chopped pecans and 
serve with sweetened whipped cream. 














A Letter To Leonard 


(Continued from Page 20) 


had so much fun. It was as if we were 
married and I kept saying to myself, 
why isn’t it legal, why? But I didn’t say 
anything to you for I wanted you to be 
the one to mention marriage again. 

Then my dreams blew up in my face! 
You said you were leaving the next day. 
| When we were waiting for your cab, 
you asked me not to cry, that you would 
be back in a few days and we could be 
married. That eased my mind some. 

When your cab didn’t show, you de- 
cided to walk to the station. You kissed 
me and said this was not goodbye, just 
| so long and that you’d call me at eight 
f the next night. That was the day you 
left, my darling. February 9. 





I have suffered constantly since that 
- with day. I have counted the days and will 
or % | continue to for as long as I live. It hurts 
wher- me to write this because I still have a 
es on | little pride left, but I guess mine was a 
berry | foolish heart, but love is here to stay. | 
ad just can’t forget you, nor will I ever 
‘a stop loving you. 
serve. My relationship with “Flyboy” (as 
you've chosen to call him) is purely a 





| brother-sister love and friendship. When 
| I came here from Albuquerque, I had 
no family or friends. He was one of the 
first guys I met after you and he was 
anxious to make friends. Later, I found 
I could tell him things I couldn’t tell 
others. For instance, about my being 
pregnant. I told him all about it and 
about my loving you so. He under- 
stands me better than anyone and often 
advises me on things. 
He has asked to marry me because he 
‘doesn’t want to see me hurt or to have 
the baby born without a name. I didn’t 
tell you this before, because I was so 
sure that we would get married, and 
since I’m of age, I couldn’t force you 
» even if I wanted to. 

I am not sorry one bit about this new 
life within me. I am only troubled with 
the fact that eventually I will have to 
bsp. explain this sad story over again to our 
gar. child. I wish with all my heart the sub- 
66 ject didn’t have to be brought up, but 





“ things have a way of cropping up and 
- some day he will have to be told. 

vith One thing I can say though, and that 
atin is that my child will never know the 
w loneliness I have known. I will do every- 


thing possible to make it happy. I will 





Enter your favorite recipe in the 


TAN RECIPE CONTEST 


Do you have a favorite recipe that you know is unusual? 
it in the new TAN Recipe Contest. 


Enter 
TAN will pay $5 each for the 


two best recipes received every month. All recipes will be judged 
and tested in our own kitchen, and awards will be made on the basis 
of originality, taste, and accuracy. Send in your favorite recipe on 
a plain sheet of paper, with name and complete address to: 


TAN MAGAZINE RECIPE CONTEST 
1820 South Michigan Avenue 
Chicago 16, Illinois 








be both mother and father, if I have to. 

I don’t know if I will ever marry. 
Possibly so if the right one comes along, 
but until he does, I will live my life only 
for my baby. It won’t be easy for me, 
I know, but I pray that God will be kind 
to me. The burden is approaching me 
fast now. 

Wherever you are, I hope you read 
this and will try to understand why I 
wrote this. When and if you return, you 
can see the baby whenever you like. We 


won't hide from you, darling. We want 
you with us, where you belong. If you 
just want to see the baby and not me, I 
will make this possible because I love 
you just that much. 

If you care to write, the address is 
2000 Olive #268, and remember no 
matter what you write, I would like to 
hear from you. So, please write me, 
please. 

Love, 
“Doll” 

P.S. The baby will have your name. 





I Was The Prophet’s Girl Friend 


(Continued from Page 38) 


and again and bring your friends. Come. 
Listen to the great gospel singer, Madame 
Georgia Berry of Boston, Massachusetts. 
Come and hear the most heavenly music 
on earth. Come. Be healed of all that ails 
you.” 

This was followed with several minutes 
of gospel singing by a choir backed with 
syncopated organ accompaniment. I found 
myself turning his program on each day 
in an increasing anticipation to hear his 
soothing words. Since the morning I was in- 
troduced to him, I hadn’t seen Prophet Mur- 
ray around and I learned that his “spots” 
on the radio were from taped programs. 
However, one night Henry came home and 
told me that certain members of local 
Protestant churches were becoming 
alarmed by Prophet’s bold advertising pro- 
gram and also were peeved because Rev. 
Benjamin Brown had rented the Taber- 
nacle for the revival. : 

A couple of days later, gaudy handbills 
and window cards appeared around town. 
They carried on them a large picture of 
the Prophet with his head wrapped in a 
turban. The announcements gave the date 


for the opening services of his revival and 
invited the public to attend. “Let’s go and 
hear him, Henry,” I said. To my surprise, 
he was agreeable. “After our own services 
at Mt. Sinai,” he said. “We can have din- 
ner and then get out there by three 
o'clock.” 


VERYONE I spoke to seemed excited 
about the coming event. Strictly small 
town stuff, I admitted and found myself 
hating Middletown all the more for being 
so provincial. The coming of the Prophet 
was a big event in our humdrum, unevent- 
ful lives. We were hungry for something 
new as though we were small children 
looking forward to the coming of the cir- 
cus. 

The Saturday night before the revival, 
a small truck with a public address sys- 
tem went from corner to corner playing 
recorded gospel music. While we had 
heard most of the great gospel choirs, solo- 
ists, trios and quartets, this was something 
entirely different. It was bold, jazzed-up 
music with a powerful rhythmic beat and 
sung by a dynamic group of voices. It 
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made your feet, the whole body tingle with 
the urge to dance. After the singing, the 
announcement about the revival was made. 
The truck, I later found, was out until 
after two o’clock in the morning touring 
the honky-tonk badlands on Elm, Vine and 
Pine Streets where the big Saturday night 
throngs congregated. 

Needless to say, Prophet Murray’s meth- 
ods paid off. There was standing room at 
the Tabernacle, a well-preserved building 
recently purchased from a white congre- 
gation, when promptly at three o’clock he 
walked out on the pulpit, looked around 
the sea of faces and then calmly and gently 
said, “Let us pray.” He wore a turban and 
a long flowing robe of cloth-of-gold. He 
looked like a prophet. There was some- 
thing mystical in his appearance as he 
briefly asked blessings for all those assem- 
bled and those who were unable to come. 
[ half expected him to wave a hand and 
perform some kind of miracle, but he 
didn’t. When he finished praying, he an- 
nounced a hymn in the song books that 
had been placed on every chair. At that 
moment, a woman arose from her seat on 
the front row and walked slowly upon the 
rostrum. She was a large, bosomy, hand- 
some person with straight black hair part- 
ed severely in the middle. She was dressed 
wholly in white from her shoes to her 
crocheted little cap that sat on the back 
of her head. 

“This,” said Prophet Murray, “is Sister 
Georgia Berry, my faithful assistant and 
director of music. She will lead us in sing- 
ing this selection.” As song poured from 
her lips, the congregation which had start- 
ed the song suddenly became quiet. I had 
never heard such singing. The woman’s 
rich contralto sounded as though the own- 
er was possessed by a spirit from on high. 
With hands held tightly before her and 
with her eyes closed, she seemed to be put- 
ting all her heart and soul into the hymn, 
as if, she herself, had only now found her 
salvation to be in the Lord and wanted to 
tell the world how she felt. Tears came to 
my eyes. 

In his sermon, Prophet Murray left the 
pulpit and walked up and down the aisles 
preaching about things close to home. Mur- 
murs of surprise swept the audience as he 
began calling people by their correct names 
and telling them of intimate things they had 
been doing. “How did he know that?” I 
heard a woman whisper to her husband as 
the Prophet pointed a finger at one of the 
town’s best-known businessmen and 
shouted, “Brother Mason, you got a letter 
last week and you know what letter I’m 
talking about. Wake up, Brother. Put that 
letter into another envelope and return it 
to the sender and tell that person not to 
write you any more!” Mr. Mason half rose 
from his chair then settled back into it, a 
look of incredulity on his face. 

“Sister Sally Clayton,” the Prophet said, 
looking into a row where a fat, middle- 
aged woman was sitting. “I know the 
woman who is spreading those rumors 


50 


about you. I want to say here and now 
that there is not a word of truth in any of 
them and that your enemy, who is sitting 
right in this tent, would probably be far 
happier than going around telling lies be- 
hind your back. 

“There’s a man present,” said the 
Prophet as he slowed his walk, “who hit 
the numbers for over $700 last week. What 
would his darling, trusting little wife say 
if she knew he has that much money and 
he has yet to catch up his payments on her 
fur coat?” 

For more than an hour he kept up this 
line. That he knew what he was talking 
about was evident from the reactions of 
the people. As he continued to expose 
their secrets, while at the same time, ad- 
monishing them to quit their sinning and 
come to God, a wave of shouting broke out. 
“He must be a man of God,” one woman 
screamed. “He knows everything. Help 
him, Lord!” said another. “You must know 
the truth if you would be free,” thundered 
Prophet Murray. “The things I reveal to 
you this afternoon are but a small part of 
what I will tell you while I am with you. 
I came to heal you; to bring you before 
your God before His judgment is passed 
upon you. Come all ye faithful; bow down 
at the altar and accept His salvation. Let 
us kneel and pray.” 

As the congregation knelt, I could hear 
the low murmurs of those whispering 
among themselves. This man was truly 
amazing. How had he learned things about 
the secret lives of so many people when 
he had just come to town and had not been 
seen but once or twice before he began 
his revival. I heard one woman say to an- 
other, “. . . isn’t he good looking! He can 
count on my presence at his services as 
long as he’s in town.” I mentally agreed 
for myself, for there was in the Prophet 
an impelling attraction, a kind of magnet- 
ism I felt the first time I saw him. 

After Sister Berry had sung a solo, the 
Praphet became brisk and businesslike. 

“You have enjoyed yourselves in the 
presence of the Lord,” he said. “It takes 
money to carry on His work and a work- 
man, the Bible says, is worthy of his hire. 
Give and it shall be returned to you, filled 
and overflowing. Come. Give.” 

As though they were hypnotized, the 
people formed a long line and filed down 
front to drop their contributions into a 
huge wastebasket the Prophet had placed 
on the table. He continued to chant as 
each row emptied and the worshippers 
came forward with their money. When I 
got to the table with Henry, the waste- 
basket was rapidly filling up with green- 
backs and coin. 

After that, Prophet Murray seemed to 
have Middletown in the palm of his hand. 
People who had never been to church be- 
fore could be found attending his nightly 
services. And as he became more popular, 
he moved right into the Tabernacle. He 
organized a choir of local singers. He 
formed a deacon and trustee board from 


his congregation and had some of the 
comeliest young women in town for ush- 
ers. After a couple of weeks, a truck 
backed up to the Tabernacle one day, de- 
livering a magnificent new organ. A 
hatchet-faced young man who walked with 
a “switch” came to town to play it. He 
was an attraction by himself, turning each 
hymn and gospel song into a wailing, 
bluesy sort of thing or an outright jazz 
jam session. Prophet Murray said his name 
was Archie, “just Archie—he doesn’t use 
his last name.” 

By his sixth week in town, the Prophet 
had a perfect program. He had private 
“consultation” hours in the church office, 
where people spent $10 a visit for him to 
“reveal” things to them or to counsel them 
about their lives. 

All this had one immediate effect. Mt. 
Sinai Baptist, the AME Zion and other 
churches suffered an alarming drop in at- 
tendance while the Tabernacle flourished. 
The latest craze, it seemed, was attending 
the services of the Prophet. To say that he 
was entertaining would belittle the man. 
He was a show-in-a-show he staged him- 
self. It was such a bizarre performance he 
staged that even the white people began 
turning out every night and in increasing- 
ly large numbers. Like hundreds of others, 
I found myself a regular visitor at Taber- 
nacle, which the Prophet eventually re- 
named the Temple of the Amazing Grace. 
On top of this, I found myself on increas- 
ingly familiar terms with the Prophet. 
After the three o’clock Sunday afternoon 
services, he made it a point to come up 
and chat briefly with Henry and me. But | 
sensed almost immediately that he would 
rather to talk with me alone. Secretly I 
wanted to talk to him that way also. | 
wanted him to tell me things of the big 
cities up North; to lift me out of the dol- 
drums of life in Middletown. I wanted an 
ear to pour my troubles into, a sympa- 
thetic person who would understand my 
longings for freedom. 

I got what I wanted. One Sunday after- 
noon, Prophet Murray came over to us 
and said, “Mr. Williams, I’d most sincere- 
ly like your wife to be the clerk of my 
Temple. I think she would enjoy it, and 
also, she could earn money for herself as 
a sort of secretary to me. You see, my reg- 
ular secretary, Mrs. Booker, fell ill before 
I came here from Pittsburgh and is still 
confined to a hospital there. Turning to 
me he asked, “How would you like to work 
for me, Mrs. Williams?” 

Before Henry could answer, I burst out, 
“Oh, Prophet Murray, I’d be very, very 
happy to work for you. I admire your 
work so much that I most sincerely would 
like to be a party of it.” I spoke hurriedly 
for I saw a frown of dissent spreading 
over Henry’s face. But before he could ob 
ject or say anything, the Prophet said 
smoothly: 

“It won’t take up too much of your time, 
Mrs. Williams. Main thing you will have 
to do is to be present at our meetings here 
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re in the Temple and record the names and 
, other vital statistics of our members. I will 


ush- 
teach you how to operate the tape record- 


ruck er which I use to transcribe my music and « 
, de- sermons for radio and for future services | 

A when I eventually move to another city.” | 

7 All the way home Henry was in a black — | “ 


mood. We had seldom quarreled before, 











= and most certainly not seriously. Our mar- ely 
te riage, aside from my longing to leave the ae 
ie town, had been smooth and uneventful. We cee 

knew we loved one another and let it go i 

sate at that without any demonstrations in pub- - 

at lic or a lot of theatrical public embraces _ 
P ‘ that some couples go in for in their effort Ma : 
ate to show the world they are in love. But It can happen! fj ‘as 

ge now I could feel that something had come Pee ppen: fs 
. ’ between us and I knew what it was. 
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rous thoughts. Perhaps, I told myself, / 
make myself useful enough around 

} so that I can be his regular secretary 

and clerk. I can learn all about the re- 

business and by learning it I can 
with him. I’m young and still at- 
tive and maybe that’s what he sees in 
ilso. If he pays me enough, perhaps 
able to put aside enough money to 
leave here on my own without asking any- 
to help me get away. I went to sleep 
| thinking on these lines. 

My first night as clerk of the Temple 
deliciously exciting. I had never done 
any kind of public work before and now 
| was seated in front of a large crowd of 
people, many of whom knew me, in an 
official role. I tried to look important and 
ished I could wear glasses so I'd look 
more intelligent. Above me, Prophet Mur- 

ray was announcing a new program. 
“Brothers and sisters,” he said, “I am 
happy to tell you this evening that my 
rk in your city is succeeding beyond my 
ondest dreams. For that reason, the Lord 
to me and ordered me to tell you 
iat He wants a great new Temple of the 

\{mazing Grace buiit for you, His Chosen, 
geht her in Middletown. Not a wooden 

building like this that might be ravished 
fire or the elements, but a temple ex- 

ited in graceful marble and _ granite, 
rmanently a tribute to the Almighty. 

This will be your temple, your church. 

You will raise the money to pay for it. I 

content to be the guiding light, the 
ipostle of progress toward this end. To- 
ht. we will dispense with our usual 
iching and concentrate on starting this 
ill-important fund drive for the perma- 
temple. Come. Give!” 

In a few minutes everyone in the place 
on his feet with money in hand wait- 
to get down front with their donations. 
er Berry, one of her very rare smiles 
fly lighting up her severe features, led 
choir in a wild, pulsating, primitive 
g that had the whole house handclap- 

and stamping feet. People began 
incing in the aisles, screaming and shout- 

g Archie’s organ riffed the music in a 
rill overtone of emotional sound. I 

looked up at the Prophet. He seemed in a 
ance and was shaking his head from side 

side as he stomped his way up and 
wn the rostrum, clapping his hands and 
iting, “Move ’em, Lord, make ’em 

Keep thy spirit ever present. Make 

1 glad noise unto the Most High! Let us 

give thanks unto Him who makes all 

things possible! Count your blessings and 
jor them!” The man seemed hysteri- 


VUAC 


il, emotionally overcome as were the rest 
of the congregation, but underneath it all, 
| could discern a motivating purpose as 
though when he wanted to he could sud- 
lenly turn off the switch and bring things 


to normal once more. 
The aisles by now were choked with 
people overcome with religious fervor, 


ioving and elbowing their way to the col- 
lection table. I watched in amazement as 


the wastebasket began filling up with 

money. It was Saturday night and in the 
Middletown mills and factories, pay day 
was Friday. It was perfect timing for a 
firancial rally and I had to admit that the 
Prophet was a genius in what he was do- 
ing. As I watched him, thrills coursing up 
my spine, his eyes suddenly opened and 
he looked directly at me. To my great sur- 
prise, he deliberately closed one eye and 
winked at me! 

“Tf you'll wait a few seconds, Mrs. Wil- 
liams,” the Prophet said later as he re- 
moved his robe and turban in the church 
office, “I'll walk you home. I don’t feel 
like driving my car and need some air 
after all the excitement we have had here 
tonight.” The church had emptied a half 
hour before. Sister Berry had gone with 
Archie for some barbecue. The warmth of 
the bodies of the people who had shouted, 
danced and given their money to the 
Prophet was still noticeable, the air was 
heavy with the smell of perspiration and 
cheap perfume. 

As we walked slowly along the dark- 
ened street, he casually took my arm and 
tucked it under his. “Irma,” he said, his 
voice throbbing with emotion, “I’ve wanted 
to talk to you alone ever since I met you. 
I judge you are intelligent enough to know 
what I want to talk about. You see, Irma, 
I read character. I saw in you sometime 
ago a restless soul; a spirit in the bottle 
of squalor and despair. You are struggling 
in your bottle—this Middletown—to be 
delivered, to be free. You are a beautiful 
bird, my little friend, but you must have 
room to spread your wings. You will never 
do it here. Don’t interrupt. Your husband, 
a very nice man, doesn’t understand you 
and perkaps never will. That is. he won't 
want to understand the natural longing of 
a young, beautiful woman for the finer 
things in life. The spirit told me I would 
find you and that it would be me. Prophet 
Grant Murray, who wouid become your 
deliverer. Will you accept me in that 
way?” 

We had stopped in a dark and deserted 
section of the street where the 
were spaced widely apart and only the 
twinkling lights in faraway windows let us 
know we were still in Middletown. He 
turned me around and both his arms went 
around me. I said nothing but turned my 
lips to his. I had never been kissed like 
that before. I guess I lost my head com- 
pletely for I am very passionate and my 
depths had never been truly plumbed. It 
seemed we were there for hours whisper- 
ing confidences, locked in tight embrace. 


houses 


lips crushing, bodies tingling, hot from 
the fires of love. 

When I finally got home after leaving 
him a couple of blocks away and proceed- 
ing alone, I was almost overcome with re- 
lief not to find Henry at the house. I 
rushed through a bath. changed clothes 
and went into the kitchen to prepare his 
dinner. I suppose guilt showed all over me 
and had he returned at that moment, I 


would have had no defense for he would 
have known immediately that I had been 
up to something wrong. But he didn’t come 
home. I went to bed around four o’clock 
that morning and still no Henry. When | 
awoke several fitful hours later, I heard 
snoring and in the living room, I saw Hen- 
ry sprawled out in a chair, his collar open, 
his clothes in disarray, dead sleep. I was 
almost gay in my relief. He had done me 
a favor. Now he couldn’t very well ask me 
questions without my asking more of him. 
I scurried around preparing an elaborate 
breakfast. I put out clean things for him 
to put on, ran a tub of water for his bath, 
then began shaking him awake. 

“Well?” I asked as his eyes finally 
opened and he stared at me uncertainly. 
“What happened to you?” 

“Don’t know,” he muttered, shaking the 
cobwebs out of his head. “Some of the 
boys at the plant wanted to have a little 
drink with a guy who quit to go to Cleve- 
land. We stopped at the tavern and | 
guess I drank a little too much.” 

I didn’t quarrel with him. Instead, I got 
him cleaned up and seated at the table 
for breakfast. As he ate, I pushed the 
foreboding fact of my sin against my mar- 
riage further from me and acted as though 
I wore wings. “Ill go to church with you 
this morning, Henry,” I volunteered. I 
hadn’t been to Mt. Sinai for weeks since 
I began attending Prophet Murray’s Tem- 
ple and especially since I had gone to 
work for him at the handsome salary for 
Middletown of $50 a week. I was curious 
as to what had happened at Mt. Sinai 
since I'd been away from it. 

Even I was not prepared for what I saw 
when we entered the church just after the 
start of Rev. Tompkins’ sermon. Not over 
a dozen persons were in the auditorium 
which when full could accommodate 800. 
It all looked so bleak and despairing that 
I felt sympathy for the bent-shouldered, 
white-haired man in the pulpit as he 
droned through his sermon. Glancing at 
Henry. I noticed the stony expression on 
his face as he watched his friend wade 
through services that were but a mockery 
of the days when the church was full and 
enthusiastic. 

“It’s all the work of that crooked Proph- 
et,” he muttered as we headed home. “Peo- 
ple have gone crazy over that big phony. 
They ought to run him out of town!” 

I said nothing. I couldn’t afford to. I 
might betray to him in some manner that I 
had learned to care for the Prophet. Some- 
how. some way, I thought. I'll escape from 
Middletown—and from Henry. 

After several months of working for the 
Prophet. I had become almost brazen in 
my attachment to him and at home, Henry 
and I slept in separate rooms and seldom 
spoke unless we had to. I worked diligent 
ly to help the Prophet build his new tem 
ple. I collected hundreds of dollars from 
Middletown merchants and others for the 
fast-growing fund. And I actually did all 
this for love because the Prophet seemed 
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to be more fond of me than I could have 
dreamed. He appeared to rely heavily on 
my judgment and upon my estimation of 
the various schemes he came up with to 
rake in enough money to buy the land and 
lay the foundations for the temple. An 
architect from New York came to visit 
him with the blueprints for the proposed 
edifice. It was breathtaking, inspiring and 
the daily Middletown ran an 
artist’s conception of it after it was to be 
This helped swell the dona- 


paper 


completed. 
tions and pledges. 

Whenever I was alone with the Prophet, 
I pressed him to hurry his work so we 
“T don’t know 
night 


could leave town together. 
how much longer.” I told him one 
after a service, “I will be able to keep 
things from Henry. Before we know it, 
something will happen and the whole town 
will be pointing the finger at us. We must 
do something. Grant. and do it quick or 
everything will be ruined.” 

“Don’t worry, honey.” he comforted me. 
“We still have time. I am positive no one 
suspects anything. If they had, they would 
have been gossiping about us long ago. 
Can’t you see that?” 

I had to admit there was truth in what 
he said. I hadn’t by word or hint heard 
anything being said about us and was 
thankful that we took all precautions pos- 
frequent rendezvous. The 
could accuse me of, I rea- 
soned, was becoming fanatic over a re- 
ligious movement and in this I was not 
alone. Many Middletown housewives and 
young women were devotees of the Proph- 

They worshipped and believed him 
as did I. I suppose their husbands were in 
the same plight as Henry, resentful but 
unable to say anything. 

Meanwhile. the Prophet defied competi- 
tion from the orthodox, established Mid- 


sible in our 
worst Henry 


dletown churches by boldly scheduling 
Sunday services at the same 11 o’clock 
hours as theirs. Formerly, he was satis- 


fied to put on his own program at three 
o'clock in the afternoon, but seeing that 
he was the biggest personality in town. he 
opened his Sunday gatherings with a full 
schedule, including early morning prayer, 
Sunday School and regular services. 

I had been preparing his tape recorder 
to take down these particularly 
the early 
urday evening right after the temple emp- 
tied for the night. On my way home, I 
suddenly remembered I had carelessly en- 
gaged the tape into its take-up spool and 
that if I were late getting to church Sun- 
day morning and he had to turn the ma- 
chine on, 


services, 
morning prayer session, one Sat- 


he might not notice that it was 
“Oh, well,” I said aloud. 
“Guess I'll go back and fix it right.” 

It was a warm autumn night and my 
mind was filled with thoughts of Grant 
Murray and the many times he had pas- 
sionately whispered the three magic words, 
“I love you,” 


not recording. 


into my ear. 
I was miserable as I thought of Henry 
for I had to admit I still had affection for 
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him, even though I had wronged him. I 
wished desperately that he had been able 

inderstand what I wanted most in life 
nd hadn’t been so slow and obstinate in 
loing what I wanted. If he had, I thought 
idly, perhaps I wouldn’t have given Proph- 
et Murray a second glance and most cer- 
tainly would not be in the role of his Girl 
Friday and secret love. 

Since I didn’t want people to see me en- 
tering church so late at night, I sneaked 
1round to the rear and used a key the 
Prophet had given me. I moved in the dim- 
ness of the place toward the tape machine 
und suddenly stopped. Someone was pres- 
ent. I could hear the murmur of voices as 
I came nearer the recorder setting on a 
raised cabinet. 

“Country fool . .. pumpkin like her .. . 
Made to order for us in this hick town. 

Somebody to hide behind . . .” The 
words tumbled through the speaker, barely 
,udible but enough for me to hear them 
through the open microphone on the pul- 
pit. | worked feverishly to connect the 
tape and quickly switched the dial to 

rec ord.” 

They talked for about 45 minutes and 
then arose to leave. I heard the unfamiliar 
voice of a man saying “It’s time to blow,” 
nd then I heard him say, “I'll see you 
folks first thing Monday morning. You 
know where. So long.” 

[ heard him leave the front way. Cau- 
tiously making my way from the office to 
the doorway leading to the pulpit, I tried 
to see who was still left in the building. 
In the gloom of the unlighted pulpit, I 
iw Sister Berry and Prophet Murray 
locked in a tight embrace. I could hear 
faintly her passionate moans as he kissed 


Finally, she said a bit louder, “I had 

ilmost given up on you, Grant. I had be- 

to think that I'd really have to kill 

but now I wouldn’t harm a hair on 

uur head and nobody else better try it. 
Kiss me again, lover.” 


>» ETURNING to the office, I switched off 
the recorder, slipped the spool off, 
to my handbag, and left. Outside the 
church I began running. I was almost hys- 
cal as I realized how I had been so 
veak and foolish that I had destroyed my 
1ome, betrayed my own husband and had 
1ided and abetted a band of outright 
rooks and criminals in their bold scheme 
loot a town in the name of God. 
[ paused momentarily. “A town?” I 
ked myself. / must be a fool sure enough. 
Wy tewn is Middletown. It isn’t the town 
live in that makes the person, I said 
to myself. /t’s the person living in it that 
thes the town. You crazy little bumpkin, 
Irma! All this struggling and fighting to 
go somewhere you don’t know the first 
thing about when right around my own 
hometown is a lifetime of worthwhile work. 
If you could do things for a big phony 
like Murray, why can’t you do the same 
4 


for Rev. Tompkins? It would make your 
husband happy. 

Instead of going home, I headed for the 
unpretentious little frame bungalow in 
which Rev. Tompkins had lived for over 
half a century. I marched up his stairs and 
determinedly pushed his buzzer. In a mo- 
ment he opened the door. 

“Irma Williams,” he said in surprised 
uncertainty. “What are you doing here?” 

“May I come in, Rev. Tompkins?” I 
asked as quietly as I could. I was almost 
overcome with the emotions that surged 
through me. I realized why he was sur- 
prised, for hadn’t I been with his opposi- 
tion? Hadn't I done just as much as the 
Prophet to wreck his Mt. Sinai Baptist 
Church by luring away its members? How 
could I expect him to be cordial and 
charitable with someone who had been his 
undeclared enemy? 

As I walked into the tiny. well-appointed 
living room which had been furnished as 
a study, I got another surprise, a great 
shock. Seated on the couch was my hus- 
band, Henry Williams! 

He climbed to his feet when he saw me. 
“Irma,” he said advancing toward me. 
“What are you doing here?” 

1 ignored him for a moment and turning 
to the pastor, asked him hurriedly, “You 
still have your tape recorder, Rev. Tomp- 
kins?” He nodded and when I pulled the 
spool from my bag, he went to a corner 
and threw back the top of his machine. 

“TI want you to listen to something,” I 
said to them wearily. “Please listen and 
don’t interrupt until it is over. Then I 
have my own confession to make. O.K.?” 

The tape whirred out the sordid story, 
the amplifier touching up the conspirito- 
rial tones of the schemers. I stared stead- 
fastly at the wall as the Prophet told Sis- 
ter Berry his opinions of me and how they 
had used me to hide behind in their un- 
godly plot to steal several thousand dollars 
and skip town leaving me to hold the bag. 
I heard the Rev. Tompkins’ gentle cough 
and sounds of bewildered disbelief from 
Henry as the voices droned on. When it 
was all over. I went to the machine, twist- 
ed the switch and then turned to face 
them. 

For a moment I just stood there motion- 
less. then a storm of tears rolled down my 
cheeks as I sobbed out to them my own 
story of faithlessness to God, to my hus- 
band, my friends and my town. I did not 
beg to be forgiven for who would under 
such circumstances? When I finished, I 
sat down limply in a chair. I didn’t care 
what happened to me. I had fought in be- 
half of what was bad and against what is 
good and had lost. I was licked and I 
knew it. 

“I’m stepping upstairs for a moment, 
Irma.” 

It was Rev. Tompkins speaking and his 
voice seemed to come from far away, a gen- 
tle. soothing. understanding tone. I nodded 
weakly and was left in the room with my 
husband. I felt fingers, hard and calloused, 


tenderly lifting my chin, then arms that 
gently pulled me up from my seat and 
embraced me. 

“Now, Irma, don’t cry,” Henry was say- 
ing. “I’m a fool, but not such a big one 
that I couldn’t see what was happening. 
I talked with Rev. Tompkins about it 
months ago and he advised me to just wait 
and see, that you are too good a woman 
to have gone completely bad no matter 
what was taking place. We'll put those 
crooks behind the bars where they belong 
and you and me will be like we were be- 
fore that big humbug prophet came here.” 

“You mean it, really, Henry?” I asked. 
He kissed me and his eyes told me yes. 


Today we are still in Middletown. I am 
working my head off as clerk at Mt. Sinai 
Baptist Church. I have found so many 
things worthwhile to do that I never think 
of leaving my hometown, although Henry 
has been recently saying that we can make 
our trip North now if we want to. But | 
prefer the way we are living and the town 
we live in to something I don’t know 


about. THE END 





Baseball Wife 


(Continued from Page 33) 


with a two-run homer in the top of the 
ninth. Remember that one? 

Since no game was scheduled for the 
next day, Monday, Joe was going to sleep 
late. So I got up around nine and went to 
keep an engagement with my beautician. 
However, when I reached her salon, | 
learned that she was ill, and wanting no 
other, I returned to the hotel. thinking that 
I would slip back to bed with Joe, and that 
when he awakened. we would have a good 
lunch together and maybe go to an after- 
noon movie, one of our favorite diversions. 

As I got off the hotel elevator at our 
floor, I was thinking with wry amusement 
that Joe would probably, as usual. want to 
see a western picture, and that I, as usual, 
wouldn’t mind too much because we would 
be together, and in the darkness of the 
theatre, he would, also as usual. put his 
arm around me and almost squeeze the 
breath out of me when the screen action 
became exciting. 

Lost in such pleasant anticipation, I was 
hurrying toward our room when in passing 
a half-opened door, I got a glimpse of a 
man and woman in a passionate embrace. 
A little embarrassed, I hastily averted my 
glance. I had gotten several paces down 
the hall when belatedly. something regis- 
tered — something unmistakably familiar 
about the charcoal-gray sports jacket worn 
by the male half of that flaming couple. 
And the barn-like shoulders inside that 
jacket were also all too familiar! 

I whirled and dashed back just in time 
to see the room door closing. But I hurled 
myself against it and burst inside where 
Joe, and his redheaded girl friend, whom 
I recognized as a Harlem model named 
Cheri Leroux, were staggering back from 
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idden she stepped out and threw her 
s around me—” 
Oh. don’t lie to me, Joe,” I wailed. 
t make it any worse. You were sup- 
1 to be so beat from that double- 
er yesterday that you were going to 
late. But the minute you thought I 
one you were up and dressed and in 
Leroux woman’s room!” 
Aw. naw,” Joe protested lamely, avoid- 
my tearfully accusing gaze. “I—uh— 
ll, I woke up and you was gone and I 
hungry and I was just on my way 
n to the grille when that chick grabbed 


Jo you really expect me to believe 

[ demanded brokenly. “You were 
ng enough to pick me up and slap me 
und, but I suppose she was too delicate 


you to even stop her from—” 

Now look here, baby,” Joe cut in, “Sure 
uld have pushed her off me, but I 

ild of had to get rough, the way she 


had her arms locked around my neck. I 


when these screwy dames do them 

1 of things, a guy on the big time has 
to be careful. Because how did I know 
it she would do if I had muscled off 
strangle hold she had on me? She 
ight of hollered that / was attacking her. 


Now ain’t that so? She could have maybe 


me arrested and all that kind of stuff 
Layne is always warning us against. 
mean, once the newspapers get ahold of 
mething like that, the public sours on 
and right away quick, you’re out of 
iseball. So you see, Ellie, it really wasn’t 
it looked.” 
Oh. no?” I wailed. “Then how come you 
id your arms around her? How come 
1 were kissing her?” 
Uh—uh, well,” Joe stammered, “I was 
sort of tryin’ to—uh—you know, paci- 
her, like.” 
“Oh, sure!” I exclaimed bitterly. “And 
you two hadn’t been in such a hurry 
hat you forgot to close the door, you’d 
e pacified her all right!” 
{w now. Ellie.” Joe protested, trying 
ound hurt. “How come you talkin’ like 
huh?” As he spoke he bent over the 
and put his arms around me and tried 
kiss me, but I jerked free and rolled 
iy, sobbing, “Keep your two-timing 
off me, Joe Jordan! Don’t you ever 


lare touch me again, you hear?” 


Sure, sure,” Joe said soothingly, at the 
ume time slipping off his oil-spattered 
ket and dropping it on the floor. “But 
you need baby, is a little real pacify- 
now don’t you?” Then, with the lithe 
e which marked him as an athlete, he 
beside me, his arms tight around me. 
“You let me alone!” I commanded fu- 


riously as I tried to bite and kick and 


reak loose all at the same time. “Don’t 
1 dare!” 


‘Ain’t no law against it,” Joe laughed, 
parently enjoying my unprecedented re- 


istance to his attempt at love making. 


1? 


your husband, baby! 


he did dare. Only, for the first time dur- 
ing our marriage, his passionate caresses 
left me stone cold. Because I knew quite 
well he was using them to soften my re- 
sentment at catching him with another 
woman. And I was determined that wasn’t 
going to happen! 


Aree rane, I lay rigidly, eyes closed, 
while Joe, evidently believing he had 
won me over, whispered a lot of sweet talk 
into my ear which ordinarily would have 
sent me kiteing. But not then. For my 
heart ached, making me feel the end of 
the world had come—my world, which had 
been created out of our love for each other 
to the exclusion of all others. It didn’t help 
that I kept seeing pictures of Joe and that 
Leroux witch kissing and embracing. I 
tried forlornly to believe that maybe— 
just maybe, he had told me the truth about 
how it had started. Because I had seen 
how wacky a lot of women fans carried on 
over some of the younger, good looking 
players. I remembered how many times 
Joe had been practically mobbed by fe- 
male fans who lay in wait for him after 
games near the players’ exit. and how 
some of them stuck love letters into his 
pockets, while others just had to touch 
him, even to throwing their arms around 
him. But, it was no use. I’d resented things 
like that but when I’d remonstrated with 
Joe about letting women act in that way 
toward him, he would just grin, and his 
big, sleepy-looking black eyes would crin- 
kle and he would say softly, “Aw now, 
baby, don’t you let that stuff bother you, 
hear? It don’t mean a thing because ain’t 
nobody but you got that certain swing!” 

“Well, I don’t like seeing those women 
hug and kiss you,” I’d protest. “No wife 
would.” 

“Maybe not,” Joe would admit with an 
engaging grin. “But you got to think of it 
like I do—like it was business. A man 
wants to be big in baseball. it helps if 
people like him. Ain't that so, baby?” 

“Oh. I guess so.” I'd agree. “But still—” 

Joe had another angle. During his first 
year with the Herks. after a bunch of fem- 
inine admirers got through woman _ han- 
dling him, he acted like he couldn’t get me 
back to the hotel fast enough so he could 
make love to me. That, I suppose, was on 
the level, but I knew it was also to prove I 
needn’t be jealous of the women fans who 
invariably ganged up on him outside the 
park after games. He claimed they only 
stimulated his desire for me. 

Hah! Some jive! Because when his sec- 
ond season with the Herks got under way, 
Joe gradually stopped being in such a 
rush to get back to our hotel room after 
games. At least not with me. And thinking 
about it the morning our relations reached 
the breaking point, I realized that it was 
then when Cheri Leroux entered the pic- 
ture. But I didn’t pick up on it right away. 
In fact, although I had seen this Leroux 
person in the lobby or the cocktail lounge 
of our hotel a number of times, I not only 


didn’t know she, too, lived there, but that 
her room was right down the hall from 
ours. At least not until I caught Joe with 
her in her room. 

What ought to have sparked my sus- 
picions much earlier was that at practical- 
ly every home game, that Leroux wench 
would be parked in a box near the one in 
which we team wives sat. But it wasn’t 
just her presence that attracted my atten- 
tion, it was the goony way she would act 
whenever Joe got a hit or made some 
splashy play. I mean, she would forget her 
usual pose of being cool, calm and col- 
lected and yell and carry on like she had 
a personal irterest in him, which probably 
she did, even then. Only I didn’t suspect it. 

But one day during a crucial series with 
the Yanks, Joe made a spectacular over- 
the-shoulder catch while running at full 
tilt which saved the game for the Herks, 
and just about everybody, Yank fans too, 
practically blew their tops. And so did 
Miss Cheri Leroux, only more so. And 
when Joe trotted in from the outfield and 
stopped and made his boyish little duck- 
ing motion that went for a boy as the fans 
stood and cheered him, I tried to yell some- 
thing to him. But he didn’t see or hear me 
because his eyes were on Miss Leroux, who 
was jumping up and down like she had 
ants, and blowing kisses at him. And he, 
the big lunkhead, grinned at her like a 
country boy at his first county fair! 

It was so obvious that Gertie Cassel, 
wife of the Herk shortstop, exclaimed, 
“Somebody needs to take a bat to that 
one!” 

By then I was simmering and before I 
knew it, I was edging toward the box next 
to ours where the redhead was. “Bat my 
eye,” I choked furiously, “Ill settle for a 
couple of handfuls of that dyed hair!” 

But Gertie and Dot Leeds, wife of a Herk 
pitcher, grabbed me. 

“Take it easy, Ellie,” Gertie urged. “I 
know just how you feel, but don’t start 
anything here!” 

“For heaven’s sakes, no!” Dot chimed 
in. “It would be in the newspapers before 
we get out of the park!” 

I knew they were right and I sat down, 
still glaring at Cheri like I could kill her, 
although she was too busy waving after 
Joe as he and his teammates trotted toward 
the clubhouse to notice. Because baseball 
is Big Business and its players are its 
valuable properties which never, but never 
must be allowed to be touched by scandal, 
and particularly not of a domestic nature. 
So I just gritted my teeth and let the mat- 
ter slide. After all, at that time what I 
was burned up about was the fuss that 
brazen redhead had made over my hus 
band. And it never entered my mind that 
she was anything but an exaggerated ex- 
ample of the way a lot of female fans acted. 

But that morning in the hotel. when I 
caught her in that squeeze play with Joe, 
made me know she was more than that. 
And even as he lay beside me nibbling at 
my ear and whispering into it about how 
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much he loved me and how wrong I was to 
even suspect him of a “lay-play” with the 
red haired model. I knew he was lying like 
a dog. And that knowledge was like a 
knife in my heart which prodded me to a 
decision I never thought I’d have to make. 

“Ellie, sweetness. honey, darling.” Joe 
was crooning, obviously thinking his act 
was going over big, “Why you keep layin’ 
there like a chunk of stone? Why you 
don’t stop actin’ so salty, huh? Come on 
now. baby, tell your best boy friend that 
you forgive him, huh?” 

“It’s no good, Joe.” I sighed wearily. 
“You can’t sweet-talk me this time. I— 
Joe. I'm through.” 

“Oh. yeah?” Joe scoffed. “What are you 
through with, baby?” 

“With you,” I replied quietly. “I am go- 
ing to get a divorce.” 

I could tell my words had really jolted 
him from the way he stiffened as he lay 
beside me. He sucked in a loud breath and 
laughed shakily. Then he exclaimed, “Aw 
honey, don’t come on with no jive like that. 
For a second I thought you meant it.” 

“I do mean it,” I told him firmly. “Is 
that clear?” 

“Yeah, clear like Mississippi mud,” Joe 
growled. Then he made a grab for me and 
tried to get his arms around me. 

“No more of that!” I cried, sliding of 
the bed. 

“Now you just come right back here, 
Miss Lady,” Joe commanded angrily. “You 
hear me?” 

I didn’t even look back, but ran into the 
bathroom and locked the door. And there 
I stayed until Joe stopped knocking and 
ran out of talk which alternated between 
threats and pleas. Nor did I even answer 
when at last he yelled furiously. “Okay. 
tough chick! Have it your way. I know 
you're trying to get even with me by get- 
ting all this stuff in th’ newspapers. But 
you just better think it over before you go 
actin’ crazy, you hear? And you just bet- 
ter remember you ain’t the only woman in 
the world!” 

Soon after that the door to our room 
slammed like a cannon going off and I 
knew that Joe had departed in a rage. and 
I had a strange, cold sensation in the pit 
of my stomach. Had I made a terrible mis- 
take? Maybe I’d driven Joe back into the 
arms of my rival. Somehow. despite my 
outrage at what had happened between 
then, that thought made me sick at heart 
and I broke down and wept bitterly, wish- 
ing I hadn’t been so stubborn, wishing I’d 
not held out as I had, and wondering if I 
really meant what I’d threatened about 
divorcing him. 

But finally there were no more tears left 
and all sorts of thoughts banged through 
my head, mostly to justify what I had 
done. Like the rumors I’d heard about the 
conduct of Joe and other players on their 


out-of-town trips. Rumors about other 
women. The trouble other team wives had 
had over the same kind of thing . . . and 


the way something happened behind the 


scenes to keep them from doing anything 
about it. And when finally I re-lived the 
torrid moments of that morning when I’d 
caught Joe dead to rights with Cheri Le- 
roux, my bruised pride flared up and I 
told myself fiercely that not only he wasn’t 
going to make me take that. but nobody 
else was! I didn’t know what pressure was 
put on baseball wives to keep them from 
doing anything about it when their hus- 
bands two-timed them. and I didn’t know 
how that pressure was applied. or by 
whom. All I knew was, / was not having 
any! 

How wrong can you be? I was hastily 
packing my clothes like every second was 
important, a bit later, when there was a 
knock at the door. And my foolish heart 
leaped, because maybe it was Joe. And 
maybe if he saw me packing, he would 
realize how terribly he had hurt me and— 
and— 

But the unexpressed hope of what then 
might happen faded as it dawned on me 
that Joe had a key and didn’t need to 
knock on our door. So I went to see who 
it was and found Scampy, the veteran sec- 
ond baseman and one of Joe’s closest 
friends standing there, hat in hand. his 
heavy featured face looking very grave. He 
came as a peacemaker, came to plead Joe’s 
cause. I made it hard for him, by listening 
stonily to what he had to say, and by re- 
fusing to say anything at all until he final- 
ly ran down. Then I simply closed the 
door in his face. 

After that I dawdled, slowed down on 
my packing. unable to rid myself of the 
hope that Joe, probably having been told 
by Scampy that I was apparently getting 
ready to really leave, might show up him- 
self. And if he did—well, maybe I'd let 
him out-talk me. Maybe... . 1 And again my 
heart gave a big lurch when, a few min- 
utes later someone else tapped on the door. 
But it was only Hank Johnson—on the 
same mission as Scampy. The brawny out- 
fielder talked the same way as Scampy, 
only not so long. Because I was so let- 
down, I didn’t let Hank even finish what 
he was trying to say. I flared, “I don’t want 
to hear any more, Hank. My mind is made 
up. And besides, I’ve got to finish pack- 
ing.” 

I really had finished when, about an 
hour later, a third visitor arrived. That 
time it was the manager of Herks, Scotty 
Lane! Well! That was something of a 
shock. But it also made me sore. I mean, 
I could understand Scampy and Hank try- 
ing to patch things up between Joe and 
me, but what did Mr. Layne have to do 
with our personal affairs? 


SOON found out. His keen eyes flick- 

ered around the room and he remarked 
pleasantly, “Looks like you are going 
somewhere, Mrs. Jordan.” 

“T am,” I said almost curtly. “To Reno, 
Nevada.” 

“Hmmm.” he mused. regarding me in- 


tently. Then he grinned and asked, “Is 


this trip—uh—strictly necessary, might I 
ask?” 

“Tt is,” I shot back defiantly. 

“Tt’s no secret the Herks can’t win the 
pennant without Joe.” he said casually. 

“I’m the one who is going to Reno, Mr. 
Layne,” I replied, “Not Joe. So—” 

“So, if you start divorce proceedings 
now,” Mr. Layne said in his offhand way. 
“It will make headlines in the sports col- 
umns. “And that will ruin Joe—ruin his 
playing. He’s a sensitive kid.” 

“Sensitive about his beloved public, yes.” 
I snapped. “But about me, his wife, no!” 

“Well, after all, Mrs. Jordan, he’s only 
twenty-two. We all make mistakes when 
we are young.” 

“T didn’t, and I’m only twenty. At least 
not the kind that Joe favors—redheaded 
mistakes!” 

Mr. Layne guffawed. “Okay, okay. Mrs. 
Jordan. I won’t press that point. But se- 
riously, instead of a trip to Reno, wouldn't 
you rather just go on a pleasure jaunt— 
with all expenses paid? And hold off on 
that divorce until after the World Series— 
which we might just win? That is, if Joe 
doesn’t get too upset over your leaving 
him?” 

As he spoke he handed me a large en- 
velope which I had only to feel to know 
it contained money. “Are you trying to 
bribe me?” I demanded angrily. 

“T sure am,” Mr. Layne said, unabashed. 
He backed away when I thrust the en- 
velope to him. “No. no. Mrs. Jordan.” he 
protested. “I’ve got to go now. You take a 
look in that envelope then think over my 
proposition and give me a ring at the 
office, say in an hour. Will you at least do 
that—please?” 

“All right,” I agreed tartly. “But I know 
right now what my answer will be before 
I look into this envelope. It will still be 
‘oy. 

But, it wasn’t! Mr. Layne had known 
better than I the power of fifty brand new 
one-hundred dollar bills. I'd never seen 
that much money all at one time. not to 
mention having it in my hands and know- 
ing that it could be mine if I wanted it. 
Maybe, if I’d never opened the envelope, 
I would have stuck to my decision to get 
a Reno divorce right away. But once I 
realized that I had five thousand dollars 
cash to do with as I wished—well, it was 
just too much! 

As I stood holding all that crisp cur- 
rency, all sorts of ideas raced through my 
mind. But the one which had the most ap- 
peal was to do what I'd wanted to do 
since Joe and I first got married: To visit 
my parents, to impress them and the 
hometown folks how wrong they had been 
about my running off to marry Joe when 
I was only sixteen. Because my folks and 
practically everyone else had been sure 
that Joe. who spent all his time playing 
sand-lot baseball. and later joined a semi- 
pro team instead of getting a job, would 
never amount to anything. 

Joe, aware of all that, hadn’t wanted me 
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to go home until we were much better off 
ncially, so that we could dazzle every- 
Well, now he had nothing to say about 
e. And plans formed in my mind 
to take the sharp new convertible the fans 
siven him that spring. and that. plus 
» thousand dollars, would enable me 

all the dazzling I wanted to! 

It certainly did. Even my father got 
his mad spell when I put ten hundred 
dollars into his work-hardened hand. And 
Mom practically passed out when I slipped 
her another five hundred. And everyone 
else—well. I really tipped our small town 

collective ear! 

The attention I received, the way folks 

er themselves to entertain me—all 

that was really fine and helped me to for- 
ny heartbreak over Joe. Naturally, I 
tell anyone that I had left him and 
that I was going to divorce him as soon 
is the season ended. Besides, Mr. Layne 
had paid me to keep it a secret. Mean- 
hile, although I brooded constantly over 
the way Joe had treated me, and especial- 
ly because even after he must have known 
[ was serious about leaving him, he hadn’t 
near me before I actually left, I acted 


the part of gay, happy young wife. That 
vas not too difficult, although I had to 
keep a tight check on myself when friends 
hed and ahhed over my car and my ex- 
tensive wardrobe and my money gifts to 
parents. which in their eyes seemed 

to make Joe a wonderful husband. In my 


es he had ceased to be wonderful at all. 
All too often I'd re-live those searing mo- 
when I’d seen him in another 

an’s arms and feel again the awful 

of having him mistreat me on her 

t. And every time that would hap- 

I felt like I hated Joe more and more. 

Not only that, I was sure that now I was 

f the way, he and his redheaded hussy 
e having their fun together, and maybe 

laughing over how easy it had been 

t me out of the picture. The thought 
like a stab in the heart. 

s in a real low mood the night Clare 
Niles capped the parties in my honor with 

lavish cocktail party in the large new 

her prosperous mortician husband 

ist built. For our town, it was quite 
1 shindig, complete with a four-piece band, 
loads of food served buffet style, and a bar. 
But despite the atmosphere of gaiety or 
the attention flatteringly centered on me, 
| found it difficult to rise to it. And of all 
present. only tall, good-looking Hugh 
Grace seemed to sense it. He was one of 
Joe’s friends. We were dancing when he 

ked, “Okay, Ellie—what’s wrong?” 

[ looked up at him and instead of the 
flip reply I started to make. I felt my face 
crumple and quickly I hid it by resting 
my head against his chest. 

\t that moment the music halted, and 


everyone drifted toward the bar in the 


ng room. Hughie led me to the front 
porch, saying, “It’s awfully hot in here, 
Ellie. You cool off out here and I'll bring 
i nice, cool drink.” 


“Thanks,” I sighed. “You’re—you’re 
very understanding, Hughie.” 

“Why, sure,” he laughed as I sank into 
a chair. “Me, I’m just what the doctor al- 
ways orders.” Then he went for the drink 
and almost at once my restless mood made 
me get up and go out on the shadowy front 
lawn where I wandered beneath the lacy 
branches of a pepper tree and leaned 
against its smooth trunk. And when Hughie 
found me, a few minutes later, I was dry- 
ing my tear-wetted face. 

Standing in the warm gloom, a drink in 
each hand, he said quietly. “Here, honey, 
drink one of these. It will make you feel 
much better.” 

“l’m—I’m not much of a drinker,” I 
said a little unsteadily as I tried to keep 
my voice under control. 

“So I’ve noticed,” he replied gently. 
“But at the moment, a drink is what you 
need.” 

It was. After the first sip. which tasted 
about like lemonade with a touch of lime, 
I drank thirstily, emptying the tall, frosted 
glass in a few swallows. 

“Hey, kid.” Hughie laughed, “Take it 
easy. This species of Mr. Tom Collins is 
right potent.” 

“Not that I can notice.” I shrugged. 
“When do I start staggering?” 

Hughie didn’t reply at once. Then he 
extended his glass to me. “I'll get another. 
Okay?” 

“Okay,” I said, then tipped his glass to 
my lips, enjoying its cool, tart contents. 
Before I finished it, a warm glow started 
in my middle and spread all through me. 
I felt queer, felt my tongue get a little 
numb, but it was good feeling somehow. 
Most important, my depression began to 
lift. And when, a few minutes later. Hughie 
returned, bearing not merely a drink for 
himself, but another for me, I felt as if I 
were floating on a cloud. pink in color.... 

The rest of the evening is hazy. even 
now. I guess I got real high, but probably 
it wasn’t noticed, because so did everyone 
else, except Hughie. When things next 
came into focus, I was in his car, and we 
were parked on a bluff overlooking the 
river at the edge of town, and I was laying 
against him, feeling warm and happy. 

“Ellie, you’re making it real tough for 
me,” he was saying in a low, half-choked 
voice. “You know that, don’t you?” 

I didn’t really know what he was talk- 
ing about, but I replied flippantly, “So 
what?” 

“So I’m Joe’s friend,” Hughie muttered, 
his lips close to my ear. Then I felt them 
tremble on my ear, slide down to my cheek, 
then close gently over mine and I pulled 
away and heard myself say clearly. “Well, 
Joe’s no friend of mine—not any more. In 
case you're interested, we are through— 
for keeps.” 

Hughie was interested all right, for with 
a smothered groan he drew me into his 
arms and kissed me—really kissed me and 
I responded with reckless abandon while 
some foggy thought in the back of my 





mind gave me the idea that I was getting 
even with Joe. Or maybe that was just a 
confused effort to excuse my part in what 
was happening ... and what very obvious- 
ly was going to happen between Hughie 
Grace and me within seconds .. . 

The next morning I was deeply shocked 
when I remembered what I had done. But 
I was also very sick. Even so, I didn’t re- 
gret having let myself go with Hughie the 
previous night. Instead I felt that I had 
revenged myself on Joe. If he could play 
around, so could I! 

It was that very day that the newspapers 
began getting very interested in the way 
Joe’s playing had fallen off. And the sports 
writers wanted to know why. In the days 
following, Joe’s playing got progressively 
worse, and not only did he fan almost 
every time he came to bat, but muffed so 
many catches he was benched, but not be- 
fore one important New York sports col- 
umnist called him “Butter Fingers” and 
openly speculated as to the truth of the 
rumor that Joe was having wife trouble. 

Truthfully, I had been following the 
ever-deepening slump in which Joe was 
caught with a great deal of satisfaction, 
because I figured it was because he had 
his mind on that redheaded Leroux girl. 
And I sneered to myself when I read the 
New York columnist’s guess that wife 
trouble was responsible. Because Mr. Jo- 
seph J. Jordan wasn’t worrying about me! 
If he was, he had kept it a secret, at least 
from me. And when he got benched, for 
the first time in his big league career, | 
was glad! Because he had brought it all 
on himself and he had it coming. I was 
even glad the Herk’s had dropped back 
to third place. That wouldn’t make Mr. 
Scotty Layne happy. And no better for 
him! He had bought me off so I wouldn't 
make a scandal, but it hadn’t done him 
any good. 

Hughie came over the afternoon follow- 
ing our—escapade. He tried to beg my 
forgiveness, but I told him to forget it, 
that I was as much to blame as he. Then 
he asked me if my remark about being 
through with Joe was true, and sure that 
I could trust him, I admitted that it was. 

“So that’s what the matter with Jay- 
Jay,” he said with a troubled look. “Now 
I do feel like a heel, Ellie. And strange as 
it may sound, I’m sorry you—-well, I mean 
what happened between us last night was 
hitting back at Jay-Jay, wasn’t it?” 

“I suppose, so,” I sighed. “But let’s not 
talk about it, Hughie.” 

“We've got to.” he told me, sounding 
very unhappy. “Since last night I’ve been 
having a lot of pipe dreams—about you 
and me, Ellie.” He looked at me with a 
twisted smile, adding, “You see, I’ve al- 
ways been in love with you, but Joe always 
had the best go with you, so I knew I 
hadn’t a chance. Then, last night when 
you told me you and Joe were all througi, 
I thought— I hoped—” 

I stared at Hughie, seeing him with new 
eyes that took in his well-built body. his 
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attractive features, his large brown eyes, 
just then clouded with sadness; and it 
came to me how nice it would be, married 
to him, living the quiet, uncomplicated 
life of our small town, and having my own 
home, with my husband with me all the 
time instead of being away for weeks on 
road trips, or in spring training. Until then 
| hadn’t realized how sick of all that I 
had been. And maybe— 

“So last night you hoped we might get 
together—permanently?” I asked gently. 
“What happened to that idea since then? 
|] mean, how do you know how I might 
come to feel about it?” 

“Joe is here,” he told me with a deep 
sigh. “At my house. He got in this morn- 
ing. And wanted to know all about you. 
And told me all about your trouble—and 
what a fool he’d been—said he hadn’t been 
able to eat or sleep since you left. And— 
and he’s afraid you won’t even talk to 
him.” Hughie’s voice grew husky when he 
asked, “Will you, Ellie? Do you want to?” 

I stared at him, stunned. My mind went 
into a crazy spin. Did I want to see Joe? 
My mind got all fouled up on that ques- 
tion, but not my heart! And loud and clear 
it said, “You know you want to see Joe! 
So quit stalling!” 

“About—last night,” I said hesitantly. 
“I mean—” 

“Don’t worry,” Hughie 
bleakly, “that will be our secret, now and 
always. And—about Joe?” 

“Tl see him,” I replied. “And Hughie 
—thanks for—everything.” That was all I 
could give him. The minute he left I got 
real busy fixing myself up for my meeting 
with Joe, which would be in an hour. 

Well, there’s no point in detailing what 
happened when I[ did meet him, except 
that my heart almost broke when I saw 
how thin and drawn he was, and the al- 
most timid way he acted when we were 
face to face, like he was afraid I wouldn’t 
even speak to him. Realization that I had 
been wrong about his true feeling for me 
was like a lash on my conscience . . . and 
my sense of guilt about Hughie and me 
held me back when I longed to end Joe’s 
torment and my own by rushing into his 
arms. 

And Joe, mistaking it for coolness, start- 
ed pouring out his feelings in a torrent of 
words, pleading words, explaining words 
... and finally, words of confession that 
he had been untrue to me, but only after 
I'd left him. With Cheri Leroux. And how, 


right away he knew how wrong it was, and 


assured me 


how he knew then that he loved me and 
me only, and would spend the rest of his 
life proving it—if I’d give him a chance to. 

“I know I done wrong,” he told me in a 
voice so low I could hardly hear him. “And 
I know I can’t honestly expect you to for- 
give me for being untrue, Ellie. But honey 
-+. Could you find it in your heart to—to 
try a little?” 

I stared into his anxious, beseeching 
gaze and felt tears spring up in the cor- 
ners of my eyes as I asked, forcing out 
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word, “Joe, supposing I’d been un- 

Would you forgive me?” 
Honey.” Joe said deeply, “I maybe 
it not forget it right off, PU be honest 
it it, but I love you so much Id just 
to forgive you. However, I know I'll 
need to. Baby—please give me an- 

er chance? Please, darlin’?” 
Just before I fell into his arms I thought, 
We're even now. We’ve both sinned. And 
I'll ask God’s forgiveness, not Joe’s. And 


I'll never let my foolish pride betray me 


117 
Lifl. 


The rest of our story? Most of it still 
remains in the future. But all baseball 
fans know what happened when Joe re- 
turned to the Herk lineup during the blaz- 
ing stretch drive toward the league pen- 
nant. With me looking on, Joe’s bat took 
fire, and again he was making those crazy, 
impossible catches that in the end helped 
the Herks to the league championship, and 
also, played an important part in their 
crushing defeat of their rival pennant win- 
ners in the World Series. All fans also 
know that Joe was almost a unanimous 


choice for his league’s most valuable play- 
er award. 

And that’s how it was. After our re- 
union, Joe and I were like a pair of newly. 
weds. We have our own home now, and 
our child is on the way. However, I know 
that in our case, I was what Joe would call 
“over-average lucky”. Some baseball wives 
have not been. But you haven’t heard any- 
thing about their husband troubles, have 
you? And why you won’t my story should 
explain. 

So now you know. I mean, that love can 


strike you out, too. THE END 





Charlie Parker 


(Continued from Page 25) 


Genius did not win. The frustrations, 
hate and the need, the habits of a life- 
time were too strong to be denied. These 
things and many others drove him against 
wall of himself, where he found no an- 
ers—only questions. 
\ week before he died, Bird returned to 
Birdland for a two-night stand. When he 
announced, he refused to take the 
tand. After a tight, tense wait, he reluc- 
tly walked to the bandstand, but started 
oud, long argument over the tempos and 
tunes. He played a few scattered notes 
| then strode off the bandstand in a huff. 
He was coaxed into returning to the band- 
ind but his eccentric behaviour con- 
ied 
\fterwards, a friend ran into him at a 
eht club around the corner from Bird- 
Tears were streaming down his 
ek. “I need to have some friends 
vund,” Bird said, “to see some kind 


a d 





Three days later, Parker was visiting 
Baroness Nica Rothschild de Koenigswar- 
ter, a friend and jazz enthusiast, when he 
plained of difficulty in breathing. The 
oness sent for a hotel doctor, who ad- 
H sed hospitalization; but Parker refused. 
He was en route to a Boston engagement 
d he needed the money. He remained in 
Fifth Avenue apartment until Satur- 
sleeping on an extra bed, the baroness 
1. Saturday night while laughing at a 
[VY show, he had a seizure and died. It 
the final of many ironies in the life of 
is troubled jazz immortal; he, who had 
own so much bitterness, who had cried 
| uch, died laughing. 
le did not immediately find the peace 
if leath that had eluded him in life. He 
lay unidentified in a hospital morgue for 
hours before newspapers burst forth 
black headlines, “Bop King Dies In 
} Heiress’ Flat.” An autopsy revealed he 
4 lied of lobar pneumonia. Then, Chan 
Richardson, a pretty brunette he had been 
ng with as man and wife since 1950, 
his legal wife, Doris, sparred tenta- 
ely over his final resting place. Chan 





|* inted him buried near their daughter, 
Pree. who died a year ago from pneu- 


ia. Doris wanted him shipped to Kan- 





sas City. Doris, who won out, said later: 
“T didn’t want to cause any trouble. But 
his mother wanted him buried in Kansas 
City. After all, she had had so little of 
him.” 

There then followed a rash of tributes. 
The Kansas City Star lauded Parker in its 
editorial columns. Some 2,500 persons 
jammed Carnegie Hall and 1,200 were 
turned away at a memorial benefit that was 
called the biggest jazz concert in New 
York’s history. There was a rush for Par- 
ker’s record whose value shot sky high. 
And gossip columnists duly noted that 
Charlie had left “only” a $1,000 insurance 
policy. 

He left also a legacy of recorded music 
that enriched the native art form that was 
and is the gift of American Negroes to the 
world. To those who believe that jazz is 
something more than sex set to music, 


something more than accompaniment for 
happy feet, he left a standard that will not 
soon be surpassed. A logician, a composer, 
a musical philosopher, he spoke often with 
that strident, beautiful tone of his, saying 
things about love and lack of love, about 
hate and the lack of understanding, saying 
things about the haves and the have-nots. 

Was he a genius or madman? 

He was a man with a man’s frailties, but 
he was also a genius and a tortured, intro- 
spective personality who was blessed and 
cursed with a gift that drove him to the 
limits of himself. A window is opened for 
us on his soul by an admission he made 
shortly before his death. Recalling the 
legend that Beethoven shook his fist at the 
world on his death bed, Parker _philoso- 
phized that few musicians are understood 
in their own times. In his own way. Bird 
shook his fist at a world that he left will- 
THE END 


ingly. 





Can A Nice Girl Be Popular? 


(Continued from Page 15) 


is in no position to police the situation.” 

Another factor is the change in family 
relationships, with both mothers and fa- 
thers working and in many cases the 
youngster earning money of his own even 
while in school. Obviously, this makes it 
more difficult for child and parents to en- 
joy the type of home life that was common- 
place a few years ago. 

Listen to the mother of two girls who 
recognizes the situation that will confront 
her young daughters not too many years 
from now. She is Mrs. Maria Cole, wife 
of recording star Nat “King” Cole. “I 
certainly do think nice girls can be popu- 
lar,” she says, adding, “You know, things 
are very different than they were when I 
was a kid—or even just a few years ago. It 
never occurred to us to even want to go on 
sex orgies and indulge in things like that.” 

Parental concern over immoral behavior 
is bolstered by reports of activities such as 
those uncovered by police in Romulus, 
Mich., three years ago. Pig-tailed girls and 
teen-age boys were regular customers of a 
60-year-old man who operated a “sex 
shack” near a school. He rented his bed- 
room to the youngsters for 50 cents to a 
dollar a night. His arrest followed the 
complaint of the mother of a girl, 13, who 
had stayed out all night. 


In Bridgeport, Conn., members of the 
Ali Baba Club combined shoplifting with 
their illicit love orgies. Four ringleaders 
were handed stiff sentences for their part 
in the theft of $1,400 in merchandise from 
local stores. 

Admittedly rare occurrences, -these ex- 
amples from Negro communities show that 
no group, no section of the country has a 
monopoly on the “juvenile delinquency” 
problem. 

However, the average boy or girl faces 
pitfalls that are less sensational. More 
often. theirs is the difficult choice of ad- 
hering to a code of behavior in the face of 
persuasive arguments that “everybody else 
is doing it.” 

Dr. Farnham describes the progress of 
the formalized sexual pattern in our society 
by listing first the institution of “dating,” 
usually established about the age of 15. 
The next stage is “going steady.” To pet 
or not to pet is the next decision that 
youngsters — especially girls — have t 
make. Pointing out that necking is “ust 
ally less serious and more conservative 
than petting, Dr. Farnham states, “It is 
the girl who must face the problem, for 
the boy is the one who initiates the move 
toward it in most instances and it is the 
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girl’s privilege to accept or reject it as she 
wishes to.” 

Jacquie Starr, featured entertainer with 
the Timmie Rogers show voices the opinion 
that. “There was a time when girls had to 
be 17 or 18 before ‘coming out’ and being 
allowed to have boy friends. Now they are 
much younger and parents seem to trust 
them more. Young girls, therefore, 
shouldn’t take advantage of this freedom 
by doing things that will hurt their parents 
or themselves.” 

How do teen-agers themselves feel about 
this aspect of the problem? According to 
the nation-wide survey conducted by the 
Gilbert Youth Research, there is a wide 
difference of opinion between young people 
and adults on the proper age to start dat- 
ing. Two out of every five boys, and slightly 
fewer girls, told interviewers that they 
thought dating ought to begin at the age 
of 10 to 12! Fifty per cent of an older 
group of teen-agers gave 13 or 14 as the 
ideal age. Virtually none felt they should 
wait until 17. 

“Going steady” meant to the majority of 
boys and girls questioned, “nothing more 
serious than a means of forming a reliable 
friendship between boy and girl.” Ten per 
cent of the younger boys and girls felt that 
couples going steady should “only kiss 
each other,” but three-fourths of all teen- 
agers interviewed felt the limit should be 
extended to mild love-making—‘kisses, 
embraces.” Going farther than this, in- 
dulging in petting or “anything they want,” 
was approved by only a small minority, 
mostly boys. 

Although goodnight kisses are consid- 
ered part of going steady, boys and girls 
were found not to be in agreement on just 
when the first kiss should be exchanged. 
Fully 90 per cent of the boys said at the 
end of the second or third date. but almost 
half the girls preferred to wait until the 
fourth date or later. Kissing on the first 
date was approved by very few boys and 
almost no girls. 

Because indiscriminate kissing leads to 
petting, which in turn often leads to sexual 
intimacy. the results of the Gilbert survey 
are revealing. 

One way of coping with the problem of 
necking was devised by Indiana University 
officials, who this year posted a “code of 
necking” on campus bulletin boards. Rules 
students must observe are: 1. A big light 
has to be on; 2. One foot has to be on 
the floor. 


DULTS WHO leave maturing young- 
** sters to their own devices were scored 
by one expert who says. “The parent sees 
nothing absurd in giving young people all 
sorts of opportunities for the most unre- 
stricted intimacies and at the same time 
expecting them to refrain from taking ad- 
vantage of those intimacies. . . . It is safe 
to assert that with the rarest possible ex- 
ceptions a youngster in his earlier middle 
teens cannot possibly handle the immense 
impact of sexual experience.” 

The truth in this statement obscures the 


undeniable fact that parents can help the 
child through this trying period. The love 
and security found in a happy home makes 
it easier for the boy or girl to summon up 
enough strength of character to withstand 


temptation. 
“I don’t believe in giving them too 
much,” Mrs. Nat Cole declares. “even in 


cases where the parents are well off. I 
think 18 is young enough for a car—some 
of them have cars at 15 or 16. And I be- 
lieve in a curfew. Of course. youngsters 
date much earlier now than we did, but 
15 or 16 is early enough for dates—and 
only movie dates then. The parents should 
know the background of the boy a girl 
goes out with and not give their consent 
just because he is some boy from school 
or looks nice. 

“T don’t believe enough importance is 
put on their lives when they are young,” 
she continues. “Some parents are so busy 
thinking what darlings their children are 
they forget that this is when we must be 
molding them. If you don’t give them the 
necessary attention and proper background 
when they are young. when they are older 
you can’t tell them a thing. 

“Give them the right environment—I 
don’t mean in the popularly accepted sense 
—but the right kind of training and 
background. I don’t spank except as a last 
resort,” Mrs. Cole says in referring to 
Carol, her 10-year-old. and Natalie, 6. “Not 
beating, because I don’t believe in beating 
a child, but a good whack when they need 
it.” 

Speaking of the need for companionship 
between the parent and child, she says, 
“You know, people don’t get old anymore; 
you're not old until you’re 75. So parents 
can ‘grow up’ with their children, but at 
the same time train them to respect you 
because if they don’t respect you you can’t 
get any cooperation. But there are so many 
things a mother can do together with her 
daughter, and the father with his son. 

“T like to keep abreast of what’s happen- 
ing and in a few more years my daughter 
and I can do things together like pals. My 
eldest is beginning to play around with 
slang now. We just laugh with her and 
kid about it, but she knows that she should 
not make a habit of it.” 

Mrs. Cole ends her comments with the 
sage observation that a child needs a pro- 
gram for living. She discloses that “on 
Monday it’s the Girl Scouts. Tuesday is a 
free day, Wednesday for dancing lessons, 
and on Thursday my daughter has her 
friends over. I tell her that Friday and 
Saturday she must entertain herself, plan 
her own activity. But a child needs a defi- 
nite program of interesting things to do 
—certain days to do something construc- 
tive and certain days to practice things 
they may have to do when they grow older. 
Even though we have help around the 
house, my girls are learning everyday 
chores, as I think every child should. 

“T think that nice girls are the most pop- 
ular, but they should be more than just 


nice — they should be intelligent and 
charming, as well.” 

Most child guidance experts stress the 
great need for mutual confidence and re- 
spect between parent and child. Dr. Farn- 
ham states that this need is greatest when 
the youngster stands on the threshold of 
adulthood. “Countless numbers of these 
young people are seeking the advice of 
elders other than their parents in these 
critical moments,” she writes. “They do 
so almost universally with the story ‘I 
couldn’t tell my mother’.” 

This is borne out by the replies of teen- 
agers to the question. 

This is echoed by the observation of 
Dr. David R. Mace, visiting professor of 
human relations at Drew University. Says 
Dr. Mace, “The dominant interests of 
young people in high school, as many stud- 
ies have shown, are sex, love, marriage and 
kindred subjects. How much are our high 
schools doing to direct and guide those 
interests so that they express themselves 
in healthy and sound attitudes? 

“Some are doing a great deal,” the pro- 
fessor concludes, “But many proceed fever- 
ishly with their career-planning projects. 
giving the impression that sex, love and 
marriage simply do not exist. Think of it!” 

Must the girl or boy “go the limit” in 
order to win and hold popularity? The 
evidence shows that a great many of them 
believe so. In indulging in socially con- 
demned practices, teen-agers often are fol- 
lowing the example set by their elders. 
Among a group of teen-agers arrested in 
Cuyahoga County for delinquency a study 
of their aggressive sex behavior revealed 
that 84 per cent of the girls had committed 
sex offenses in imitation of older girls, for 
social advantage. Juvenile court psychia- 
trist Dr. Oscar B. Markey discovered that 
more than half of them came from homes 
in which there was at least one divorce, 
and that in 40 per cent of the cases the 
parents were known to be immoral. 

The inability or reluctance of parents to 
candidly discuss the basic “facts of life” 
with their offspring all too often drives the 
youngsters into the street to get the an- 
swers to questions raised by their natural 
curiosity. It is an established fact that the 
boy or girl who gets sex education in the 
home is less likely to pick up misinforma- 
tion or remain in ignorance, yet four out 
of every five youngsters in this enlightened 
age admit that whatever information they 
have about sex was learned from friends. 
Less than two out of five got their informa- 
tion from books or courses at 
schools. 

Apparently the young people are more 
realistic than the adults, for 75 per cent 
of them believe that schools should teach 
sex knowledge. 

In the Gilbert Youth Research 
views, one-tenth of the older boys confessed 
they had gained their knowledge through 
experience; one in twenty girls made the 


parents, 


inter- 


same admission. 
It was the consensus of those contacted 
in TAN’s survey that popularity does not 
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pend on “going along with the crowd” 
everything. It was pointed out by song- 
Sarah Vaughan that having the 
trength of one’s convictions can win more 
ends than weakly faking the line of least 
stance. Miss Vaughan, whose large 
lowing qualifies her as an expert on 
pularity, feels that “there are different 
ids of popularity. A tune can make the 
Hit Parade and make a big splash and we 
ill it a ‘popular’ song. Yet, a few weeks 
later that same song can be dead; you can’t 
| anyone who can even hum it. 

\ truly popular song is one that is 
played and sung years after it is written. 
[t’s never forgotten. A girl who wants real 
popularity will seek friends who admire 
her for what she is, not for the things 


she does to win the temporary praise of 
others.” 

The burden of solving the teen-ager’s 
dilemma is placed squarely on the parents 
by Dr. Farnham: “Some adolescents are 
merely disturbed and shaky in early years. 
If they have firm guidance and help of sol- 
id parental conviction and devotion they 
will not fall into relationships which they 
later regret.” 

Singer Roy Hamilton, himself not long 
out of his teens and today the idol of 
bobby-soxers throughout the country, feels 
this way about popularity: “It’s not the 
outer beauty of a person that counts be- 
cause it’s only skin deep. It’s what a person 
is within that counts. If you live clean and 
be yourself at all times, I’m sure you'll 
never walk alone.” THE END 





A Stitch In Time 


(Continued from Page 40) 


innocent tumor but one which if al- 
lowed to grow would inevitably become a 
ancer. In this way a valuable life was 
saved to continue a valuable service to the 
ommunity. 

This is a classic illustration of the value 
f a complete physical examination even 
though a person may be entirely free of 
ymptoms suggesting illness. Indeed, the 
whole philosophy of detailed regular ex- 
:minations is to find incipient diseases and 

rrect them before they produce symp- 

ms. This policy has been preached for 
ears by the medical profession. It has on 

whole, however, been received indif- 
re ntly. 

People vary in their ideas about exam- 
nations. There are those who are morbid- 
ly afraid that an examination will disclose 

ymething seriously wrong. They foolish- 
state that if they are in a bad way they 
vould feel better if they did not know it, 
is if the day would never come, as it 
ner or later will, when they are sure to 
know. Then it might be too late. In direct 
ontrast to these are those who overdo it. 
They go to the doctor with the slightest 
excuse and demand a complete examina- 
as frequently as they possibly can. 
rhese people even if assured that they are 
iealthy will insist that something is wrong 

d insist that some abnormal condition 

found. They often go from doctor to 
loctor seeking confirmation of their worst 
reliefs. Of course these two perverse atti- 
tudes—an illogic fear of disease and an 
ipparent hope of finding something wrong 
are psychiatric in origin and are diffi- 
ilt to deal with. 

Happily most people have a more sane 
ittitude about examinations. However, 

ey allow the pressure of a busy life to 

erfere unless they are awakened by a 
rifling illness. 

Proof that unsuspected disease exists 

ich more frequently than people believe 

afforded by organizations that make 
utine examinations of subjects such as 


f } 


life insurance companies and employment 
offices of commercial concerns. The mo- 
bile X-ray units of tubercular organiza- 
tions often disclose unsuspicioned tuber- 
culosis as well as lung cancer and heart 
disease although there apparently had 
been no symptoms to suggest these con- 
ditions. 

Recently a large steel company elevated 
a relatively young employe to an execu- 
tive position. The policy of the company 
in such instances is to require a thorough 
medical examination in order to reason- 
ably insure longevity since it was antici- 
pated that a great deal of time and money 
would be expended in training the young 
man for a responsible job. X-ray pictures 
of his chest disclosed a tumor mass in his 
lungs which proved to be a cancer. In six 
months he was dead. Had regular exam- 
inations been made, probably the cancer 
could have been detected in its incipien- 
cy, removed by surgery, and his life saved. 

If a medical examination is to accom- 
plish what it is supposed to do it must be 
thorough and complete. The day of “take 
a deep breath and say ‘ah’” is over. A 
good examination nowadays is done more 
in the laboratory than in the doctor’s office. 
All examinations should be preceded by a 
complete and detailed history. Some indi- 
cation of the trend of disease can be had 
by knowing what diseases the parents and 
other members of the family suffered with. 
A personal history will disclose habits and 
occupations that have a disease-producing 
tendency. It will indicate what part of 
the body must be examined with special 
care. 

After the history comes a complete or- 
derly inventory of the organ systems. The 
organs of special sense—eyes, ears, nose, 
and throat—are looked at and examined 
with special instruments. The skin is in- 
spected from head to foot. If there are 
suspicious growths, pieces are removed and 
sent to the laboratory for microscopic 


study. With women the breasts are care. 
fully felt for lumps of any kind. 

X-ray films of the chest are made and 
the information they contain is read by an 
expert in such matters. If there has been 
a cough, a specimen is sent to the labora. 
tory. With the stethoscope the doctor 
listens to the sounds produced by breath- 
ing. X-rays also show the size of the heart 
and the shape of the large blood vessels 
in the chest. An electrocardiogram trac- 
ing is made in the laboratory to find if the 
heart is functioning normally. The blood 
pressure is taken before and after test ex- 
ercises. X-ray pictures are supplemented 
with a fluoroscope examination in which 
the doctor actually can see the heart and 
lungs in action. 

Then follows an examination of the ab- 
domen including the X-ray and fluoroscope 
after a barium meal. Whether or not the 
organs are enlarged or misplaced is deter- 
mined by the trained hands of the doctor, 

The generative organs of women must 
be examined with extreme care. They are 
first felt with the fingers to find their size 
and if there are tumors of any kind. Then 
the cervix of the uterus must be inspected 
tl.oroughly because it is here where many 
cancers in women occur. In men the pros- 
tate gland is examined carefully because 
troublesome diseases, including cancer, 
originate here. 

There are other laboratory tests to be 
made. A sample of blood is submitted for 
a test for syphilis. Blood must also be ex- 
amined chemically to find if the kidneys 
are functioning properly. The urine is 
tested for sugar (diabetes) and albumen 
(kidney disease) and looked at under the 
microscope. The blood cells are counted 
and examined microscopically. A complete 
examination includes a measure of the 
basal metabolic rate to find if the thyroid 
gland is acting as it should. 

Of course this all costs money but it is 
worth it. Recently a young lady went to 
a doctor for a physical examination. He 
thumped her for a few minutes and 
listened with a stethoscope for which he 
charged her ten dollars. This was money 
thrown away because such an examination 
was worse than worthless because it gave 
the girl a false assurance that she was in 
good health. It is better to spend five times 
what she did and get a valuable report 
which gives an accurate picture of your 
physical condition. 

Most people are in or near a community 
that is equipped for thorough and com 
plete medical examinations. Good doctors 
will utilize these facilities. The reason that 
such institutions as the Mayo Clinics are 
famous is not so much that they have good 
doctors because just as good men are plet 
tifully found in many places. It is that 
these places are organized for the thor 
ough and systematic examination of every 
person who comes to them. People know 
this and are willing to pay them for this 
service. Your own doctor can do as well 








fo 


cli 
th 
ca 


or 
sp 
in, 


an 
hir 
the 


and 
“Mi 
cur 
Py | 


the 

look 
fath 
der: 
Wh 
tim 
pre 
low 


of t 
The 
and 





> Care- 


le and 
by an 
5 been 
abora- 
doctor 
reath- 
heart 
vessels 
| trae: 
if the 
blood 
st ex 
1ented 
which 
rt and 


ne ab- 
Scope 
ot the 
deter- 
loctor. 
must 
>y are 
ir size 
Then 
ected 
many 
pros- 
cause 
ancer, 


to be 
»d for 
Ie EX: 
dneys 
ne is 
umen 
r the 
unted 
plete 
f the 
yroid 


it is 
nt to 
. He 

and 
+h he 
1oney 
ation 
gave 
as in 
times 
eport 
your 


unity 
com: 
ctors 
. that 
5 are 
good 
plen- 
that 
thor 
avery 
know 
- this 


well 





if he will and if he uses fully the facilities 
of a hospital or of commercial laboratories 
and if he does not hesitate to ask for the 
assistance of specialists when the occasion 
demands. 

There are now special clinics organized 
for the examination of supposedly healthy 
people for cancer. These cancer detection 
clinics have doctors that know the parts of 
the body which are particularly prone to 
cancer and can recognize the appearance 
of organs where cancer is about to begin 
or where it has just started. They have 
special technics for making and examin- 
ing smears from various parts of the body 
to detect early cancer. These clinics have 
proved their worth by finding many can- 
cers before they get a good start. They 
are popular and appointments are made 
months ahead. 

Doctors know a great deal about curing 
disease but it is hard to bring back to life 
a person who is almost dead before he is 
seen for the first time. The doctor is most 
brilliant when he can practice his science 
and art on disease when it is early. Give 
him a chance by letting him find the things 
that are wrong before they get a head start. 


Good Books 


(Continued from Page 39) 





at night with a goodnight story or a well- 
loved poem. 

The the 
tion, “Whus-at?” as a child points to an 
unfamiliar picture is or should be a gold- 
en opportunity for the discerning parent. 
The wise father who answers, “Why that’s 
a doggie.” or “That’s a kitty cat,” “That’s 
a little boy like you.” has the magic key 
to countless hours of rich enjoyment with 
his child. This can become one of many 
rich experiences too valuable for any par- 
ent to miss. 

As soon as a baby can understand words 


answer to ever-present ques- 


the mother should begin to say such poems 
as “Hush-a-bye, Baby,” “Pat-a-cake, Pat- 
a-cake, Baker's Man” or “This Little Pig 
Went to Market.” And as 
child takes an interest in looking at pic- 
tures she should have a Mother 
book to hold in her lap along with the 
baby. May Hill Arbuthnot, noted author 
and authority on children’s books, says, 
“Meeting Mother Goose in the warm se- 
curity of mother’s or father’s lap is a hap- 
Py experience no child ever forgets.” 


soon as the 


Goose 


Long before children really understand 
the meaning of what is read to them they 
look forward to the time when mother or 
father reads a book, a time they soon un- 
derstand belongs especially to them. 
Whether this is called “story-time,” or bed- 
ume, parents should prize it as a very 
Precious time and nothing should be al- 
lowed to interfere. 

Stories and poems should be a vital part 
of the growing-up process of all children. 
These should be given in small quantities 
and increased along with the vitamins as 









IN A DAY 


EVEN IN JUST SPARE HOURS! 
It’s easy! You showa far more complete selection 
of fabrics and styles than most stores. You can use 
just spare time—or have your own big-profit tailor- 
ing business without one penny investment—be 
your own boss—work your own hours—and make 
more money. And you can start at once! Wesupply 
everything FREE—a smart, professional-looking | 
sample case with complete equipment and money- 
making plans. Mail the coupon now. | 


































E-Z Qwik Hoir Crayon, darkens 
ond hides ugly grey hairs—looks 
natural—gives your hair younger 
lovely sparkle. Send only 3 dimes 
(30c) for your E-Z Qwik. Give 
shade. Will wash out but does 
not rub off. Latest Hair Style 
Chart included FREE. 
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GOLD MEDAL HAIR PROD INC. 
Dept. Y-7, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 














LIKE A MAGNET 


Do you want to attract men 
like a magnet attracts iron? g 
Do you want to make men 
FEEL your presence and ex- © 
cite them? Katey 
Just send for the most irresistible perfume you have ever 
used—call “‘PARFUM MAGNET.” This perfume casts a 
strange and compelling spell whenever you are near a man. 
You can’t lose. Just try “PARFUM MAGNET.” Just see 
for yourself how it DRAWS and DRAWS and DRAWS. 
This exotic special mixture of perfume comes to you 
DIRECT. If after using “PARFUM MAGNET” FOR only 
7 days, you do not agree absolutely and positively that it 
does the trick, EVERY CENT BACK. U REC- 
TIONS IN PLAIN WRAPPER. ONLY §2. If C.0.D. $2.50 


PARFUME MAGNET, Dept. TC-14 
177 McLean Ave., Yonkers 5, N. Y. 









MEN! Get This 


Ntude-lo Meade 
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to Wear and Show 


LM ALL 


One Cent! 


Free—Sample Kit Contains 
Over 150 Fabric Selections 


Yes, youcan choose the suit you want—made 
to your own measure—and you don’t pay 
even one penny for it! Right now... mail 
the coupon for this big Sample Case and Out- 
fit containing more than 150 actual samples 
—sent FREE! Then show these sensational 
tailoring values to friends, neighbors, fellow- 
workers, others—and take their orders. You 
collect a BIG CASH PROFIT in advance, 
and KEEP IT—and in addition, you can 
get yourown personal suits to wear and show 
without one cent of cost! 


No Experience — No Tailoring Knowledge Needed 
Simple instructions make taking measures easy — 
and we guarantee complete satisfaction or 
we refund the customer’s money. Just spare time 
may pay up to $30.00 in a day and personal suits 
besides. Or as a full time business your earnings 
can be in the hundreds of dollars plus a big ward- 
robe of finenewsuits. Don’t miss thisopportunity! 
Mail the coupon now! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. D-364 

500 S. Throop Street, Chicago 7, Illinois 
PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. D-364 ! 
500 S. Throop St., Chicago 7, III. | 
Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sample Case | 
with suit fabrics and style display. Include instructions, 
money-making plans and details for getting my own suits | 
without paying one cent. 
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BE YOUR OWN 
MUSIC TEACHER 


Send for Free Book Telling How Easily i) 
You Can Learn Piano, Guitar, Accordion, J) \/ v 
ANY instrument This EASY A-8-C Way ] 


Now IT’S EASY to learn music at home. 
- No tiresome ‘‘exercises.’" No teacher, 
just START RIGHT OUT playing simple 
pieces. Thousands now play who never thought they 
could. Our pictured lessons make it easy as B-C to 
learn to play popular music, hymns, classical and any 
other music. Only a few cents a lesson, Over 900,000 
students! (Our 57th successful year.) 

FREE BOOK. Find out why our method can teach 
you quickly, easily, inexpensively. 
Write for 36-page illustrated FREE 
WE took. No obligation. 

2 '/ Mention your favorite in- 
strument. Just Mail Cou- 
pon below. U.S. SCHOOL 
OF MUSIC, Studio A347, 
Port Washington, N. Y. 
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U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC | 
Studio A347, Port Washington, N. Y. 


| Please send me your 36-page illustrated Free Book. | 
I would like to play (name instrument): | 

| Have you | 

| Instrument ......ccccsccscce Instrument?.........++ 
OMG . ccescvsesievies vere ses seeeenereeereereees 

| (Please Print) | 

DAied 5 5ck se ocemedeuaumeon waeeuko eNnaaeeael | 
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infant continues to develop. Special 
isions call for special verses. “Bye- 
means a trip outside and comes along 
with cap and coat. The little jingle, “Oh 
Fie do not cry if you hit your toe,” takes 
sting out of many a fall or bump. A 
od collection of poems to suit all occa- 
; is a must for the home. An [nherit- 
of Poetry by Gladys Adshead 
Houghton Mifflin) is a highly useful book 
family. 
\t two years most 
irned to lisp or say several rhymes and 
recognize pictures of familiar objects. 
We often recall with pleasure the 18- 
mth-old twins, Teddy and Tommy, who 
ne stamping into the library the day be- 
Thanksgiving shouting, “We want a 
irkey book for Thanksgiving.” They were 
turning their favorite book, a battered 
ypy of Lois Lenski’s Little Train (Ox- 
1) which they had taken out several 
ies. They refused to leave the library 
thout it. This convinced their mother 
it here was a book to be bought for 
eir home library. It proved to us that 
little children know when a book is 
mpletely satisfying. 
lhree-year-old Anne comes to the libra- 
with her daddy, walks quietly into the 
ildren’s room and studiously “reads.” 
e is following the example set by a wise 
arent. Her request “Read da book” is 
ost flattering since she doesn’t ask just 
ybody to read to her. Her amazing 
owledge of the world about her is proof 
what she has learned by “looking” and 
tening to the answers. 
\fter the twins returned the train story 
eagerly turned to another book of 
niliar experiences by the same author, 
Little Postman (Lothrop), (their 
father carries mail). A trip to the airport 
lled for The Little Airplane by Lenski 
Lothrop) which widened their interest in 
world around them. 
in spring kindergarteners, both boys 
id girls, enjoy the pictures in Hi! Mister 
bin by Alvin Tresselt (Lothrop). They 
arned to watch for all the signs of spring 
ound them just as they watched for signs 
winter in White Snow, Bright Snow by 
same author. This book became real 
them because it showed how the big 
»w affected the lives of many people 
ey knew, the policeman, the postman, 
nilkman and others. No one needed to 
| them that the policeman had caught a 
ld while tramping in the wet snow when 
saw him bundled in a big blanket 
raking his feet in a tub of hot water. 
largaret Wise Brown’s Summer Noisy 
Book (Harper’s) helped them to listen as 
\| as look for signs of approaching sum- 


el 


youngsters have 


re 


Stories for younger children should be 
wrt, full of simple activities, familiar 
iracters and situations that deal with 
eir everyday life. These should help 
m understand and interpret their own 
ld. Beginning readers and primary 
ildren do not need excitement in their 
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reading. But for this age books must have 
plenty of action and clear-cut themes and 
above all the illustrations must help tell 
the story. Golden Arrow by Bernard Mar- 
tin is an excellent beginning book about 
Indians that both boys and girls enjoy. It 
has just the right amount of adventure for 
this age. 

Learning to live with others is another 
basic need of the young child. First, in 
the home, at school, on the playground, 
the community and later in the vast world 
around him. Books are no substitute for 
living but they can add richness to life 
itself. 

Two Is A Team by Jerrold Beim (Har- 
court) combines this idea with the ideals 
of democracy. It is the story of two little 
boys who are friends. who play together, 
visit together and, like all good friends, 
d‘sagree, quarrel and then make up. The 
text does not say that one is white and 
the other Negro. But the excellent illus- 
trations show the child the unmistakable 
message of cooperation. 

The Smallest Boy In The Class by Jer- 


rold Beim (Morrow) also deals with a real 
problem in adjustment for first graders 
and in addition presents a wise and under- 
standing teacher. My Happy Days, by Jane 
Shackelford (Associated Pub.), a Negro 
teacher, is an unusual book because it pre- 
sents a fine picture of contemporary Negro 
child life through excellent photographs. 

To meet the competition of TV, radio 
and the movies and comic books, we who 
believe in good books and the power of 
good reading must look for the counter. 
parts of Donald Duck and Mickey Mouse 
among the youngest books; for the high 
adventure of the Lone Ranger and Cap. 
tain Video among the thousands of excel- 
lent books published each year. 

To offset their unfortunate effects. to 
learn how to use their best qualities to 
build on what we look upon as mediocrity, 
to reach a wider, richer, more wholesome 
range of interest is a great challenge to 
parents. teachers and librarians. We must 
work together to give our young children 
the tools with which we hope they can 
build a better world. 





Gambler’s Choice (Continued 


smiling to myself. All my love for him 
bubbled through me like champagne. 
“Listen here my husband, did you marry 
me or that machine?” I laughed. 

Bob’s fever for gambling should have 
warned me what lay ahead. I should have 
known Stan and Mother were right before 
we were married. when we haunted the 
race tracks, but love is still blind. It al- 
ways was. 

“I’m sorry honey.” He gave the lever 
one last snap and as he walked over to 
me holding out his arms I went into them 
and his lips closed over mine making my 
blood race crazily through my veins. He 
gave me a little love pat as he pushed me 
gently from him and we sat down to eat. 

“Marve has a can of nickels up there 
on the shelf. You ought to use them to 
play with.” I suggested, jokingly. But 
somewhere deep inside me I knew that I 
meant it. 

“Don’t you dare touch his nickels un- 
less you make correct change.” Bob looked 
so serious it was almost amusing. “He 
keeps track of them and he’d know if one 
was missing.” 

Resentment crept into my voice and I 
wondered why. I didn’t realize then that 
this was the beginning of a vicious circle. 
“It would serve him right. I'll bet he 
makes plenty off the gang with that thing. 
No wonder he’s so generous with his key!” 

I didn’t mind him playing the pin-ball 
machine at first. I even put a few nickels 
in it myself. But too much is too much of 
anything. We were on our honeymoon! I 
wanted all the attention any new bride 
expects and when Bob stood in front of that 
infernal machine for hours I began to get 
annoyed with him. 

I was glad to get home to our little 


from Page 29) 


house that Dad had made a down payment 
on for our wedding gift. I had a wonderful 
time fixing it up. Making new curtains, 
planning the yard with Bob. It was a new 
house and there was no lawn or flowers. 
Bob dug up the whole yard by himself. It 
was hard work, but we knew we would 
have the prettiest yard in the neighbor- 
hood. 

The first few weeks were wonderful and 
I think I must have been the happiest girl 
in the world. Adjusting to my new way 
of living: busy with the management of 
our new home. our new life. 

Then came the evening when I had din- 
ner almost ready and I kept waiting for 
Bob to get home before I put the meat on 
to cook. I didn’t think much about it when 
he was an hour late. He could have been 
delayed because of some extra work. Bob 
was a pipe-line welder and sometimes. on a 
rush job. he would work over-time. but he 
usually knew ahead of time when there 
was going to be a job like that and he 
would tell me that he might be late. 

But when I looked at the kitchen clock 
and saw that it was almost eight o’clock I 
was frightened. What if something had 
happened to him on the way home! It was 
pay day. He would be carrying almost 
two hundred dollars in his pocket. 


i] RUSHED to the phone and called the 
office to see if he had checked in from 
his job yet. and Mr. Bassett chuck!ed as he 
told me some of the boys were playing 
poker out in the shed. He would see if 
Bob was out there. He was .. . When 
he answered the phone I could have cried 
with relief because I knew he was all right 
even though underneath I was angry - - - 
and hurt! 
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home sugar.” His voice 
“T didn’t mean 


“ll be right 
came over wire, contrite. 
to stay so late.” 

I bit down on my lip for a moment, re- 
luctant to scold. “Bob, didn’t you think 
I might be worried? Why didn’t you call 
me?” 

“I’m sorry, Kitten. Be home in a jiffy.” 
And then he whispered close to the speak- 
er. “I love you.” 

It wasn’t as though he was doing any- 
thing so terribly wrong, I told myself, but 
he could have called me and let me know 
he would be late so I wouldn’t have worried 
about him. The more I thought about it 
the more hurt I was. It wasn’t like Bob to 
be so thoughtless. 

When I heard the car clattering into the 
garage I hurried to warm his dinner and 
put the steaks in the broiler. Now that 
he was home I felt better. The anger was 
seeping out of me and happiness taking 
its place, just to have him near me. To 
know everything was all right. Bob came 
in looking sheepish, full of apologies. 

“I’m sorry I’m late honey. I got into a 
poker game with the boys and forgot the 
time.” 

“You don’t know how worried I was, 
Bob.” I scolded. I felt like shaking him 
as he stood there smiling down at me. 
“And your dinner isn’t going to be very 
good, after keeping it hot all this time. 
Hurry -up and wash.” 

“What, no kiss?” Bob stuck his lower 
lip out in a clowning pout. 

“Silly, of course.” I put my arms around 
him and his lips sent my emotions reeling 
crazily. 

“Mmm . that was worth coming 
home for. Be right back.” He went off 
whistling to the bathroom to wash for 
dinner. 

On pay day Bob usually gave me the 
money as soon as he came home. even 
though he usually borrowed most of it 
back from me, but tonight he hadn’t said 
a word about it. The thought began to 
pick at me that he had lost his money 
playing poker. 

“Don’t forget to leave me money to pay 
the bills tomorrow honey.” I was trying 
to be diplomatic about it. 

Bob looked like a little boy who had 
been caught with his hand in the cookie 
jar. He fumbled in his pockets and finally 
pulled out his billfold. 

“That’s all I have left.” he said, apolo- 
getically. 

Tears sprang into my but I 
squeezed them back and swallowed hard 
before I could trust 
“Oh Bob! Not twenty-eight dollars out 
of almost two hundred!” 

He started to put his arms around me, 


eyes, 


myself to speak. 


but I pushed him away. “I’m sorry honey.” 
He unbuttoned his shirt. “Really I am 
-..T won't do it again, I promise. | 
guess I just had a streak of bad luck.” 

“Worry churned inside me. “What are 
we going to do about the house payment, 
and the utilities?” 


“You can draw some money out of the 
bank, can’t you?” There was impatience 
in his voice as he threw his shirt across 
the chair. It had been a useless task to 
try to get him to hang his clothes on a 
hanger when he took them off. 

I looked at him with dismay. “But Bob, 
that’s for the new car!” 

“Well. just this one time isn’t going to 
break us.” He sounded almost defiant. “I 
promise it won't happen again.” 

Bob looked so contrite—like a little boy 
who had been punished. He walked over 
to me, slowly. and put his arms around 
me, and this time I let him. I knew I'd lost 
the argument then. His touch always sent 
my pulses racing. Made me forget every- 
thing except his nearness. 

“Forgive me, honey?” 
against my cheek. 

“Of course. dear.” For a moment I could 
almost hear Stan’s voice, ‘Now you know 
what I was trying to tell you.’ But I closed 
my mind to it. 

He tipped my face up and kissed my 
forehead. I smiled up at him, happy again. 
Bob did this to me. 

Every week after that Bob brought his 
money home and I put one hundred dollars 
in the bank and paid the bills and lived 
on the balance. Bob made good money and 
it was easy to save and have plenty left 
to live on. I saw a wonderful future for 
us and the family we would have some day. 

Then it happened again! Bob didn’t 
show up for dinner and he didn’t call. By 
the time he did get home. after nine o’clock, 
I was almost beside myself with anger. I 
lit into him before he hardly had time to 
shut the back door. 

“I suppose you’ve been playing poker 


He whispered 


again! And I suppose you've lost all your 
money again!” I said acidly. 
“You don’t need to jump all over me 


the minute I get into the house!” Bob’s 
face clouded with anger. “I didn’t lose 


all my money, just fifty dollars.” 
“Just fifty dollars!” My heart lurched 
with disappointment. Why hadn’t I lis- 


tened to Stan and Mother? “Just like 
that just like it was fifty cents! Oh 
Bob! How could you?” 


“Oh it was easy.” He tried to be smart 
about it and laugh it off, but I was in no 
mood for such humor. 

“I don’t think that’s very funny. How 
can you work so hard for your money and 
then waste it like that?” I was beginning 
to see him for what he was for the first 
time. Like Mother and Stan had said, he 
had no ambition. “We'll never have any- 
thing if you are going to throw 
like confetti!” 

“Come on now honey, don’t be an old 


your 


money away 


nagger.” I could see the anger flash in his 
but I angry didn’t 
care. “I’m sorry! I won’t do it again; I 


eyes, was too and | 
promise.” 

“You promised the last time, too, Bob.” 
It was so easy for him to say, ‘I promise,’ 
and ‘I’m sorry.’ His words were empty ges- 
tures. “Is that all your promises are going 


to amount to? Just an excuse until the 
next time?” 

“Damn it! I told you I’m sorry.” He 
clenched his fists and yelled at me. “Are 
we going to stand here and yak over it all 
night? I’m hungry, let’s eat!” 

I was so furious I could have thrown 
his dinner in the garbage can and let him 
go hungry, but I put it on the table and 
went into the front room and sat down. I 
didn’t want to talk to him any more. It 
wouldn’t do any good to quarrel about it 
. .. the money was gone. Sure we had 
money in the bank, a nice nest-egg in fact, 
but we weren’t going to have a bank ac- 
count long if he made a habit of gambling. 
I was glad the account was in my name. 
I didn’t have to worry about him getting 
his hands on that money. 

After that every pay day I would start 
watching the clock around dinner time and 
worry until I heard him driving into the 
garage. Then when he came in on time I 
would feel a surge of relief. knowing he 
was still keeping his promise. 


E HAD BEEN MARRIED a little 

less than a year when I knew I was 
going to have a baby and I was radiantly 
happy. I could hardly wait for Bob to get 
home. This. I knew, was going to be the 
turning point in our lives. This would give 
Bob something really worth while to work 
for. It would be something to make him 
come to his senses and settle down. 

Had I only known the blow that would 
befall me that night I wouldn’t have had 
the courage to go on, but my heart was so 
full of joy that I had to do something as 
a sort of celebration so I planned an extra 
nice dinner. the things Bob liked the most. 
Big. thiek, juicy steaks. fluffy potatoes. 
creamed peas and a big bowl of tossed 
green salad. and apple pie with thick 
wedges of cheese. 

I put my prettiest table cloth on the table 
in the breakfast nook and put my center- 
piece bow] in the middle filled with fresh- 
picked pansies and the floating candles | 
made one afternoon. i got our company 
china from the cupboard in the dining 
room and the lovely sterling silver Bob’s 
family had given us for a wedding present. 

Everything looked just beautiful! I laid 
a match on the table. ready to light the 
candles as soon as I heard Bob come in 
the driveway, and then I went into the 
front room and waited for him. I waited 
... eight ... nine Slowly the hap- 
piness, the joy that had been swirling 
through me all afternoon began to seep 
out of me and anger, heart-hurting anger 
darkened my thoughts. 

I went out on the front 
looked down the street and then I went 
back into the front room. I walked through 
the empty house. . . What makes a house 
so terribly empty, even though it’s full of 
furniture and lovely things, echoing empti- 
ness that claws at your heart and draws 


porch and 


the tears into your eyes? Was this going 
to be my lot in life? Loneliness ...a 
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s widow? No! There was a baby 

! would never be alone again. 

| ehts like this I would have a baby 
ne company. The house wouldn’t 

y anymore. It wouldn’t be a house 

baby came. It would be a home 

real home! And if my wishes would 

lled maybe the baby would change 


t back to the kitchen. I looked at 

autifully set table and as I was 

clear it off the thought came to 

not leave it? Let him see that I 

planned something special for him. 

Le im see and be ashamed, if it was 
to be ashamed. 

the cheerfulness of the table, the 

ned faces on the pansies was a mock- 

my happiness earlier in the day. I 

' hungry. but the angry ache in my 

heart wouldn’t let me eat. I poured a cup 

iffee and carried it to the front room. 

more I thought about Bob being late, 

down there in the shed playing 

while I sat at home waiting for 

the more angry I became. By the 

[ heard the old car clattering into 

garage | was shaking with blind rage. 

[ didn’t have to say anything when he 

nto the kitchen. I guess the raging 
in my face told him everything I 
say. I just looked at him and I 
in that moment I hated him more 
[ hated anything or anyone in my 
life. Was this the man I loved and 
to make a home for .. . to raise 
ldren? 

He looked at me and then he saw the 
table in all its dainty loveliness. His eyes 

| mine and shame reddened his face 
passed by me without a word and 
nto the bathroom to wash. I didn’t 
1 move. I was frozen with rage where 
[ was standing! 

When he came back to the kitchen I was 
standing there. Trembling. angry 
h to kill him! In that moment I un- 
od how people could kill those they 


With an air of bravado Bob smiled. 
\ren’t you going to fix me anything to 


He was trying to pass over the issue. 

it! I think for a moment I must 

really lost my sanity. It all seemed 

a dream after everything was over. 

But when he, so calmly, asked for some- 

to eat, just as though nothing was 

ig, something snapped in me. I started 

iming and crying and beating him with 

ists until he grabbed me and pinned 

irms down to my sides. I fought like 

hing wild and then he slapped my 

face so hard that my head snapped back. 

ting shocked me back to reality. Bob 
never done such a thing before. 

p it! What’s wrong with you?” He 

me and dragged me into the front 

and pushed me down onto the divan. 


[ started to cry then, childish, wracking 


that almost choked me. 
Bob sat there beside me, holding me 


close to him while I cried myself out, until 
there was nothing left except dry sobs. 

“Darling! For heaven’s sake what hap- 
pened to you? You scared me half to 
death! . .. I’m sorry I slapped you like 
that, but I had to do something to stop 
you.” He tried to pull me to him, but I 
stiffened and he let me go. 

“Bob, we can’t go on like this. I can’t 
go on!” I choked between sobs. “Can't 
you see what it is going to do to us? To 
our home? I’ve been waiting for hours 
for you to come home. Sitting here by my- 
self, no dinner. just waiting. worrying.” 
For some reason I can’t explain I could 
hear Stan’s voice again, ‘He'll make your 
life miserable.” How I wish I'd listened 
to Stan... 

“Honey, I’m sorry!” He took my hand 
in his and patted it. “Really I am, I didn’t 
realize you were going to take it like this.” 
Bob was all contrition now. His face 
showed shame, hurt. His eyes begged me 
for forgiveness . . . “Please forgive me 
darling. I promise I won’t do it again. 
Come on, kiss me sweet, let’s kiss and 
make up and we'll talk about it tomorrow 
when you aren’t so upset.” He touched 
his finger to my chin and tilted my face 
up to his. His mouth closed over mine 
and some of the pain and anger left my 
heart. quieted the storm within me. I did 
love him . . . and he knew. He held me 
close, tenderly. 

“Tell me about the table, honey. What 
Something special? Some- 
He reached 


was it for? 
thing that I spoiled for you?” 
for a cigarette and lit it. 

I wondered how I could still love this 
man when he treated me this way time 
after time. But when he kissed me and 
held me in his arms it seemed nothing else 
mattered. “I wanted it to be something 
special. It was to bea . . . a kind of cele- 
bration. I’m going to have a baby!” 

“Oh Melinda, darling.” He dropped the 
cigarette in the ash tray and slid down on 
his knees, burying his head in my lap. 
“Darling, will you ever forgive me? I 
didn’t know! I’ve spoiled what should have 
been the happiest night of our lives!” He 
got up and gathered me into his arms. 
“Melinda, I promise. I'll be the best hus- 
band and father you could ever ask for. 
Golly, ’'m so proud, so happy. I’m really 
going to be a father!” He held me close 
and kissed my hair. 


Y THE FOURTH month I was sick 
most of the time. It seemed that 
nearly everything I ate came back up 
almost as soon as I swallowed it. I guess 
I was kind of hard to get along with and 
Bob became irritable. It seemed that we 
were snapping at each other half the time 
and I would cry over the least little thing. 
Then he started staying away from home 
at night. Sometimes it would be three or 
four in the morning before he would come 
home. 
If it hadn’t been for the money in the 
bank we wouldn’t have eaten part of the 


time. He gambled more and more, and 
we quarrelled bitterly. 

I almost hated him at times. I began 
making mental notes, planning to leave 
him after the baby came. I wouldn’t raise 


a child in such a home! Why hadn’t I 
listened to Mother? Why hadn't I listened 
to Stan? They had tried to warn me! 
Why do young people always have to know 
it all? 

There were many times in the future 
that I would hear Stan’s pleading warn- 
ings. Times when I wished over and over 
again that I had married Stan. And it was 
Stan that I thought of one night when 
Bob came home from work and told me he 
needed two hundred dollars right away. 
He’d changed clothes at work—like he’d 
planned ahead for this night of gambling, 

“You know the bank isn’t open this 
time of night. What do you want that 
much money for?” I asked him the ques- 
tion as though I didn’t already know the 
answer. 

He didn’t answer for a moment. He 
walked over to the table and picked up 
a cookie. “I just want it.” 

Here we go again, I thought with a sink- 
ing heart. “Bob, have you lost two hun- 
dred dollars gambling?” I knew he had 
without waiting for him to speak. 

He stared out of the window for a mo- 
ment and then turned to meet my eyes, 
defiantly. 

“What if I have? It’s my money isn’t 
it?” 

“Tt’s my money too, Bob. I’ve earned it 
just as much as you have! Staying home 
by myself all the time.” Oh Stan... 
why didn’t I listen to you? “Even when 
I’m sick and need you here to help me. 
You! The guy that was going to be such 
a wonderful husband! What have you ever 
done except to make my life miserable 
for me?” I realized I was repeating Stan’s 
words. Poor Stan... Id turned down 
a wonderful guy for this worthless piece 
of humanity! “No! You’re not going 
to touch that money!” 

Bob’s face blazed with rage. He stormed 
out of the house, slamming the back door 
so hard that it jarred the whole house. 

This time, I decided to do things differ- 
ently. I was going to follow Bob and get 
money he’d lost gambling. I had made 
up my mind, too, that if necessary, I'd 
shame him into quitting. 

It wasn’t really hard figuring out where 
Bob would be. He would be somewhere 
near the plant where he worked—probably 
trying to explain to “the boys” why he had 
to bow out of the game. Mr. Bassett could 
tell me where that was. 

I hurried out of the house minutes after 
Bob had left, hailed a cab, gave the driver 
the plant address. In a few minutes, we 
were there. 

Just as I entered the office building, I 
heard Bob’s voice shout angrily, “I tell 
you I couldn’t get the money. [ll just 
have to owe you. Take it out of my pay—” 
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“T’ll do that, and with interest!” I heard 
another man say. 

I entered the office just as Bob cocked 
his fists and began to charge a handsome 
man who sat behind a desk, fingering 
some bills. 

“Bob!” 

He stopped, but he kept his fists up and 
his eyes on the man behind the desk. “I 
he said in a growl. 

“That’s his story,” said the man, who 
introduced himself as Mr. Bassett. “He 
wanted to play me poker—he insisted. I 
thought maybe I could teach him a lesson, 
but no, he wants to get rough- 

I started to ask Bassett why he had gam- 
bled with Bob, knowing his weakness. I 
wanted to demand that he give Bob back 
what he had lost. But suddenly I was weak 
and discouraged and too ashamed. In- 
stead, I said, “Better come on home, Bob. 
We'll give Mr. Bassett his money tomor- 
row.” He followed me out of the office, 
tagging along like a whipped dog. I didn’t 
really know what was hanpening and I 
wasn’t sure that I even cared anymore. 


got cheated.” 


[s April Jimmy was born. He was a 
counterpart of his daddy. The same 
black, curly hair, brown-black eyes, the 
same square jaw. The nose... maybe 
the nose was like mine. I couldn’t be sure. 
Babies’ noses are such little buttons, but 
maybe it. would be like mine, someday. I 
wanted so much to be a part of him. 

Bob did seem to change after the baby 
came. For a while, that is. He was so 
proud of his boy! He quit gambling and 
came home on time every night. The bank 
account started to grow again and the 
debts were paid. I was beginning to think 
life was really worth living once more. 
Then the bottom seemed to drop out of 
my world again when just before Christmas 
Bob didn’t come home one night and he 
didn’t phone. 

I wondered if there was really any use 
in trying any longer to keep our home 
All those miserable, lonely 

alone. 
Always 


together 
nights I’d cried my heart out. . 
All the quarrels, the promises. 
broken promises. All of the promises, the 
worries and heartaches, they piled up and 
up until I felt as though the weight of 
them would crush me physically and men- 
tally. How much can a person take? 

When Jimmy was two years old Ricky 
was born. I really hadn’t wanted another 
baby . . . Oh not that I didn’t love Ricky! 
I loved him as much as though I had 
prayed and planned for him. But it seemed 
that I was fighting a losing battle, trying 
to keep our home together. 

Bob was working out of town about half 
the time. When he was on an out-of-town 
job he was home only on the weekends. 
There wasn’t the tension between us, but I 
never knew how many hours he worked or 
how much money he wasted on gambling. 
There was very little money left in the 
bank, and there was always that dread of 


having to draw out the last of it to eat 
on, and the fear of the future with no 
security. 

Little by little I liad to draw out the 
last of our savings and then the bills 
started piling up. At first they were little 
things. A little credit here and a little 
credit there to keep going until Bob came 
home on the weekend. Just until pay day! 
But the little bills grew and grew until 
they seemed like mountains ... moun- 
tains of worry crushing down on me. 

When Bob came home one weekend I 
asked him for some money to pay the bills. 
He hesitated for a moment and then he 
looked at me and shrugged his shoulders. 

“T’m sorry honey, but I didn’t get my 
check.” He avoided my eyes and I was 
sure he was lying, but I had no proof. 
“There was some mix-up and the checks 
didn’t come through in the mail last night. 
Jake said he would have them for us 
Monday.” 

A chill wind swept through me, but I 
tried to keep my voice steady. “Will you 
wire the money to me then? I’ve just got 
to have some money to live on and pay 
these bills.” 

“Okay, first thing Monday.” He walked 
out in the back yard to avoid further dis- 
cussion of the subject. 

I waited in growing despair until it was 
almost time for the local office to close 
Monday night, and when I didn’t get a 
wire from Bob [ called Mr. Bassett and 
asked him if Bob had been paid. 

“Why sure! I drove up in the car Friday 
The tears welled 
in my eyes as he continued. “Wanted to see 
how the job was coming along anyway. 
Bob gambling again, Melinda?” I could 
hear his wheezy breathing over the wire as 
I hesitated. 

“T didn’t know he’d ever stopped,” I 
said. My voice choked with tears and I 
I couldn’t go on any 


night and paid the boys.” 


hung up the phone. 
longer. . 

I went over to Mother’s that evening. I 
had never told Mother about Bob’s gam- 
bling. I thought I should be loyal to my 
own husband no matter what he did. I 
didn’t want to involve Mother in our affairs 
or worry her. I suppose I feared she might 
say “I told you so,” and I couldn’t have 
taken that. But she was so sweet about 
everything. So understanding. 

“You know this is always your home, 
dear. If you want to come back you're 
more than welcome.” She brushed a stray 
lock of white hair from her forehead. 
“Maybe you can get a job and rent your 
home so you won’t have to lose it. I can 
take care of the children.” 

So I wrote to Bob and told him we were 
through. I asked him to get his things out 
of the house as soon as he could get home, 
so I could rent it. It was like cutting off a 
gangrenous arm to write that letter; it hurt 
horribly, but it had to be done. I could see 


that now. ... 
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ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
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against other women who 
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charms? This is your chance 
to learn and use Secrets of 
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HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 


contains the very essence of confidential advice that a 
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of women—all reduced to a simple set of rules—an easy 
formula that you can learn to use to WIN YOUR MAN, 
10-DAY TRIAL—Just send your name and address today 
and on delivery deposit only $2 plus postage with your 
postman. (Or send $2 with order to save C.O0.D. and post- 
age.) Use for 10 days. I positively GUARANTEE that 
you will be more than delighted or your money back 
promptly and no questions asked. Order At Once. 


LARCH, 118 East 28 St., Dept. 416-H, New York 16 
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OW BOB was begging me to come 
home and try it again. I just couldn’t 
nake up my mind. In spite of everything 
Bob had done to me I knew that [ still 
ved him. Somewhere deep inside me 
ere was still that spark of tenderness, 
thrill of being in his arms, wanting 
iil 
[ heard bare feet pattering across the 
kitchen floor and looked up. It was Ricky, 
isle-headed and sleepy-eyed. 
“Good morning, darling!” I cuddled 
im up on my lap and kissed his damp 
rls 
“I want my Daddy!” He tipped his head 
ick and looked up at me. “Mommy, when 
my Daddy coming home?” 
On top of everything else this was too 
h to bear. My heart was torn between 
love for my children and common sense, 
rn between love for Bob and doubt. I had 
missed him too, but I had tried to do what 
| thought was best for all of us. Does God 
ever make any of us wise enough? 
“I think he may come home tonight, 
darling. I think I can almost promise you 


" 


he’ll be home tonight.” 


Viother wasn’t sure that I was doing the 
right thing, but she didn’t want to interfere. 
‘IT can’t blame you for trying to keep 

ur family together, Melinda. I’m sure I 
would do the same thing, but I’m afraid 

yu are letting yourself in for more heart- 
break.” Mother walked over to the window 
ind looked out. “I hope, for your sake, I’m 
wrong. 

Viother hadn’t been wrong before. Some- 

here deep inside me I knew she wasn’t 
vrong now, but I had to try. Try just once 

1ore. There was something about Bob that 
lrew me to him like a magnet. Held me 
like some insidious evil... . 

Mother helped me with the packing of 

ir clothes after Dad went to work and 

ove me over to the house. 

How strangely wonderful it was to walk 
to my own home again. A lump crowded 
{ y throat as I walked through the house 

opening windows, pulling up shades to let 

unlight in. Then a ray of hope rushed 

ough me. Everything would be all right 

God, let everything be all right now 

r the boys! I uttered a little prayer 
crossed my fingers. Tight. 

When Bob drove in from work that night 

| heard the boys screaming at the top of 








‘Daddy! Daddy! Daddy!” Jimmy came 
ning through the back door hollering, 

| Viommy! Daddy’s home!” 
| Bob came bounding across the patio with 
Ricky in his arms. He put one arm around 
and kissed me and Jimmy hung onto 


| heir lungs. 


of Bob’s legs, looking adoringly up at 


) laddy. 
Darling! I was almost afraid to come 
ne tonight.” He nestled his face against 
head. “Afraid you wouldn’t be here!” 
i Phe same old thrill, the wanting turmoil 


irned inside me, anc I was happy. 


We'll give it just one more try, Bob. Just 





once! For the sake of the boys. I hope it 
will work out!” 

I really meant that. I did hope it would 
work out. I wanted more than anything in 
the world to have a happy home for all 
of us. 

“Tt will work, darling. I promise!” He 
put Ricky down and put both arms around 
me, kissing me hungrily. 


Bob was working in town most of the 
time again and when he had to work late 
he would always let me know. I was be- 
ginning to feel secure again. Maybe the 
separation had been good medicine for 
Bob. Now he wanted to quit his gambling. 
He knew that it was the only way to keep 
his home together. 

But when I heard that Stan had married 
it was like a dash of cold water in my face. 
Something went out of me that day and I 
realized that somewhere in my heart there 
had been a wish that some day I would 
have Stan again. I was actually jealous 
when I read the news and saw the bride’s 
picture in the paper. She was a new girl 
in town and I didn’t know her. 

When Bob put his arms around me at 
night and held me close in the darkness of 
our room it left me cold. My heart didn’t 
soar at his touch any more, and suddenly 
I realized with shock that it had only been 
physical love I held for Bob. My real, deep 
love was with Stan. It always had been. 
. . - But I had made my bargain. I sin- 
cerely wished Stan happiness, but I knew 
my heart would always be his. . . . 


The work had slowed down and Bob had 
a couple of days off. He was out in the 
back yard pulling weeds and Ricky was 
running around him and climbing on his 
back, squealing, “Giddy-yap!” 

I watched for a moment from the back 
door. Smiling contentedly. Happy once 
more with my home, my husband. my 
boys . . . now that the soreness had left 
my heart at the news of Stan’s marriage. I 
wondered what Jimmy was doing in his 
room so long and went in to see. He wasn’t 
in there and then I heard a drawer close in 
my room. I went in there and as I stepped 
through the door I can’t tell you the ter- 
rible feeling I had. It was like . . . well, 
like black mud oozing through me. My 
baby stealing money out of my purse! 

“Jimmy! What are doing?” I 
couldn’t believe what I saw! “You know 
you’re never to touch anything in Mommy’s 
room!” 

He clutched a little fist full of bills in 
his hand and his eyes stared at me in ter- 
I had never seen him look like that 


you 


ror. 
before. There had never been anything for 
him to fear from me. I felt my strength 
seeping out of me. My legs felt like jelly 
as I kneeled on the floor beside him. He 
backed away. mute terror in his eyes. 
“Why darling, what’s the matter? You 
know Mommy isn’t going to spank you. 
What is it dear?” I held my arms out to 
him and he came running into them, cry- 


ing as though his little heart would break, 
Between sobs he choked out: 

“Daddy said I better not let you catch 
me or you would give me a beating!” 

I finally got the whole story out of him. 
Bob had sent Jimmy into the house to take 
some money out of my purse! Teaching 


his own little boy to steal! Oh! How 
could he stoop so low? Sneaking behind 
my back to get money to gamble on! 

I knew then, knew there was no hope for 
Bob to ever quit gambling. 

I sent Jimmy out to play with his 
brother and called Bob into the house. 

I think it was at that moment when he 
walked into the house, so cock-sure of him- 
self, that I realized what a real man I had 
lost when I married Bob instead of Stan, 
I felt nothing except a feeling of low con. 
tempt for Bob. He was a weakling! 

“I’m packing your clothes, Bob. I didn’t 
know how low you could stoop!” I didn’t 
feel remorse, just deep loathing disgust. 
“Teaching your little boy to steal! How 
could you be so rotten!” 

His black eyes narrowed to slits. He 
clenched his fists and jammed them into 
his pockets. 

“Why that little brat!” He started to 
turn toward the back door and _ then 
stopped. “I didn’t tell him to take money 
out of your purse. .. .” 

“T didn’t say anything about him taking 
money out of my purse, Bob. You’ve been 
caught in your own lie!” 

He argued and pleaded with me. Trying 
to beg me to give him one more chance. | 
felt nothing except loathing disgust for 
him. When I finally threatened to call the 
police if he didn’t leave quietly he picked 
up his bags and went out to the car. He 
didn’t even kiss his babies goodbye. 


Jimmy is thirteen now, and Ricky is 
eleven. The years haven't been easy for 
me, rearing two healthy boys by myself. 
But I’m getting a second chance at happi- 
ness. Stan’s wife passed away three years 
ago and last night he asked me for the last 
time to marry him. The last. time because 
I'l] never give him another chance to ask 
. I said, “Yes, Darling! Yes.” 

THE END 


me. .. 





How I Met My Husband 


(Continued from Page 19) 


erines church in Brooklyn. Hank’s team- 
mate Ford Smith, a pitcher, and my gitl 
friend, Alma Ortes, stood up with us. 
Being a baseball player’s wife has its 
lonely moments. I seldom travel on the 
road with him when he’s away from home. 
Instead, I find plenty to interest me in our 
home. There’s so much to do like answer 
ing his fan mail, or going to meetings of 
several clubs that I belong to. Whenever | 
go to a ball game, I have eyes and thoughts 
only for one player, although there are I! 
others in the game. That player, of cours®. 
the guy that I married. THE END 
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My Wife Was A Call Girl 


(Continued from Page 35) 


irned. I would be a changed man—a man 
th one of the toughest decisions of my 
to make. I had left Baltimore loving 
lissa. I was returning to her with an 
cry, bewildered hurt gnawing at my in- 
des. My love for her lay shattered on 
floor of the Newark barroom. 
[ want to tell you of my decision. But 
t. let me tell you how I came to know 
\Velissa, and why it was so easy for her 
» deceive me. 
[ was born and reared in East Orange, 
J., and after graduating from high 
hool, I entered a university in Newark. 
\ly father is still one of the city’s promi- 
ent ministers. Before my mother’s death, 
he was active in the town’s highest social 
id civic circles. 
[ led a sheltered life, and as I grew older, 
[ was able to see that in some important 
spects I was far different from the other 
ellows at school. 
They would gather in the halls and talk 
bout how much liquor they had con- 
imed, about the beautiful women they 
ad met, about staying cut all night. 
I didn’t drink then, probably because 
either my father nor mother drank. Nor 
did I smoke, and to have stayed out all 
ight would have meant a stinging lecture 
from Dad and tearful looks of condemna- 
tion from Mother the rest of the week. 

Of course, there had been girls and the 
isual fumbling attempts at sex. There was 

Genevieve with the huge black eyes and 
outing red lips . . . and then there was 
Marian, and Shirley and Phyllis . . . all 

them nice girls ready to experiment 
nd to please. 

But. the main trouble was that they were 

ls, not women. I didn’t realize it then. I 

s too wrapped up in them and in trying 
make good in school so Mother and Dad 
uld be proud of me. But they were 

ungsters. They were immature, clinging, 
ldy. They were just girls. Although I 
is in manhood, I had never known a gen- 
ne woman. 
Come on, Charlie,” my buddies would 
ell me. “Leave those chippies alone. We 


” 





? 





10w where there’s a house. . . 
I} {nd then, when I refused, they would 
classes and all pile into one car and 
to their women. I wanted to go. I 
wanted to go so badly it hurt. But I was 
fraid. Suppose there was disease! I told 
yself. But, more important, suppose 
lother and Dad found out! I think the 
ist scared me more then—what Mother 
1 Dad would say if they found out. 
Now that I’m older, I realize that my 
arents, instead of preparing me for the 
ps-and-downs of life, did everything in 
ieir power to shield me from everything 
itside their own private world. 
In doing so, they made me easy prey for 
shrewd, the sordid ele- 
nents you find in every society. When I 


vicious, the 





ray 
iU 


finally left school, a nagging discontent 
making me join the Army. I was like a 
babe in arms. I went into a completely 
new world where men did all the things 
my father had warned me against. They 
gloried in those things which my mother 
whispered about and made me promise 
never to do. The first few months of my 
enlistment, I was a stranger among stran- 
gers. 

Many nights I would lie alone in the 
silent barracks, wishing I had courage 
enough to be with the fellows in town, 
“kicking the walls in,” as they called it. 
But each time I made up my mind to go, I 
would hear my father’s stern voice and 
my mother’s pleading tone. 

And I would lie flat on my bunk and 
promise that, although it killed me, I 
would lead the kind of life Mother and 
Dad wanted me to lead. 

But that was before I met Hank. Hank 
was also stationed at Fort Dix, but in 
another platoon. He was a nice guy, one 
of the best friends I’ve ever had. And it 
was he who convinced me that I had a life 
of my own to live. 

“Okay, so your old man’s a minister,” 
he would say. “Well, so what? You're not 
the first minister’s son who wanted to talk 
to a dame, dance with one, or even get a 
little drunk. My God, man! You're only 
human, after all!” 

It didn’t take long for Hank to convince 
me. I had wanted to be convinced, and he 
was the perfect one to do it. His father 
was a minister in Pennsylvania, a high 
AME churchman. Hank was a graduate of 
Howard University, extremely intelligent 
and loaded with common sense. He made 
a perfect running buddy. 

I tell you about Hank because it was 
he who introduced me to Melissa. 

“T’ve got a fine chick I want you to 
meet,” he told me one night. “She’s about 
the sweetest thing you’ve ever met in your 
whole life.” 

And so I met Melissa. It never occurred 
to me later, after I had fallen deeply in 
love with her, to wonder how she could 
have such an expensive wardrobe, live in 
such a swank apartment, on the salary she 
said she made working nights at an aircraft 
plant. And Hank had been shipped over- 
seas soon after the introduction, so he was 
not there to counsel me. 

I’m now 
could have told me anything. Melissa was 
a dream. She had flowing tresses of brown 
hair, a perfect frame for her oval face 
with its classic nose and ripe-strawberry 
lips. Her body was a perfection, lithe and 
supple, with every ounce of flesh properly 
placed. 

“Why, hello,” she smiled, that first night. 
and my heart sang and my knees turned 
to water. 


wondering whether anyone 


“This is the guy I’ve been telling you 
about,” Hank said. Melissa smiled, and [ 
wondered what Hank had been telling her, 


That I was a minister’s sheltered son? 
That I had never been drunk? That [ 
thought all women were to be respected? 
That I could never (and, looking back on 
it, this was the greatest evil) conceive of 
a woman selling herself as if her God-given 
body were a sack of potatoes? 

“I’m pleased,” Melissa said warnily, 
taking me by the arm and leading me into 
her apartment. “You're just in time for 
dinner.” 
couldn’t keep my eyes off her during 
the meal. When we were finished, Hank 
left, saying he had “some fish to fry while 
the grease was still hot.” Melissa and | 
were alone, together. 

“Tell me about yourself,” she said. sit- 
ting next to me on the sofa after the 
dishes were washed. 

And I did. Under the hypnosis of her 
beautiful brown eyes, I told her things 
about myself I had told no one else. | told 
her about my parents, and of my loneli- 
ness, and of my desire to be a lawyer. | 
think I talked for hours, and every time 
| paused, she would ask another question 
and get me started again. 

When I left, Melissa gave me an invita- 
tion to return. 

“Come back soon,” she said. 

I returned the next night, and every 
night I could after that. And then, one 
lovely night a month before I was dis 
charged, the same week the war in the 
Pacific ended, I told Melissa I loved her. 

“And I love you, Charles,” Melissa said, 
trembling, knowing what was coming next. 

“Will you marry me, Melissa?” 

She turned her face from me and strode 
over to the window. She didn’t answer me 
for a long time. Thinking back now, I won- 
der whether she was looking into the future 
and seeing the horror on my face when | 
learned that she had been a prostitute— 
when I discovered that each night I left 
her she made up her face and went out 
to prowl the dim streets of Newark. 

“Do you really love me, Charles?” Me 
lissa finally asked. 

“Deeply,” I answered, aching from want 
ing her, from loving her. 

“Then I'll marry you.” she said. 

We were married the day I got dis 
charged. I had saved enough money to 
open my own law office with a school bud- 
dy in Baltimore. Without further ado. we 
began the sericus business of living and 
loving together. 

Melissa was the perfect wife. Those first 
lean years, before the clients started com 
ing, she stuck by me. When there was 0 
food in the house, she encouraged me. 
When bills piled up, she was a dream. 
Once, when we were hungry, she got a job 
as a waitress because there were no othet 
jobs open. I worked extra as a porter. 

Then, when prosperity came, she gavé 
me all the credit, whereas I could not have 
made it without her. She had been the 
spirit that guided, shoved and tugged me 
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toward the success I now enjoy as a lawyer. 

All these things ran through my mind as 
I sat on the train speeding me back to 
Baltimore and my appointment with fate. 
My wife . .. the beautiful, witty, charm- 
ing Melissa ... had been a prostitute. 

Prostitute . . . prostitute . . . prostitute 

. the words kept clicking over and over 
in my head in rhythm with the turning 
wheels. . 

I caught a taxi from the station. When 
[ got home, it was 11 o’clock at night. 
But Melissa was waiting up for me. 

“I got your wire,” she said, kissing me, 
“so I decided to hold dinner until you 
got here. Nice trip?” 

“You haven’t eaten yet?” I asked, know- 
ing full well she hadn’t. 

“IT wanted to eat with you,” Melissa 
said, smiling. “It was lonely here without 
you.” 

Suddenly I knew that what she had been 
didn’t matter any at all, that I loved her 


with all my heart. 

She had made life pleasant and bearable 
for me, standing by my side through the 
darkest days, uncomplaining, encouraging, 
loving. 

But, more important, she hadn’t cared 
what I had been before she married me— 
the weak, pampered son of domineering 
parents, too spineless to even live my own 
life. 

Standing there looking at her, I knew 
that in the past 10 years she had been 
faithful to me, that her every waking hour 
was spent thinking of me. 

Did it matter what she had been? 

I didn’t think so. All that mattered was 
that we loved each other. 

After all, if Christ found it in Himself 
to forgive the sinful Magdalene—she who 
did not love Him—could I, a mere human, 
do less? 


What do you think? THE END 





Mail-Order Marriage 


(Continued from Page 31) 


If Sally thought she was doing wrong, 
she quickly dismissed it from her mind. 
The way she saw it, writing to another 
lonely person, a man who also craved the 
“mail-order companionship” of a lonely 
correspondent, was a humane thing to do. 

As soon as she was home that night, 
Sally wrote a letter. 

In a few days, she received a letter 
from a man who called himself Henry 
Cerver. The letter was written intelligent- 
ly, and its contents were most friendly. It 
began: 

Dear Sally: 

I was most pleased to receive your 
letter. I hope it is the first of many, 
and I have the feeling that we are in- 
deed kindred souls. | can tell by your 
writing that you are a quiet, sensitive 
person. Maybe, I can tell because I 
am that way myself. 

I know that we cannot meet for 
some time yet—I am here in Chicago 
—and you are in New York—but I do 
hope that we will soon be seeing each 
other face to face.... 

Your Pen Pal, 
Henry Carver. 

Sally read the letter many times that 
day. At the lunch counter she stole glances 
at it while the other diners were busy with 
their food, not knowing that the girl who 
Sat starry-eyed beside them, was in sev- 
enth heaven. 

All the way home on the bus, Sally 
thought of only one thing—a man named 
Henry Carver. What did he look like? 
Was he tall and handsome? Did he have 
dark, curly hair and white, even teeth? 
Did he walk with a straight, erect stride, 
with a devil-may-care manner? 

But Sally Jackson’s inner voice, her con- 
science, kept whispering, 

“What does it matter if he has these 


qualities, or not? Would you like him 

less if he is just an average looking 

man?” 

And Sally lowered her head in shame. 
She had no right, no right at all, to sup- 
pose that her mail-order lover had all the 
attributes of a Hollywood star. She would 
wait for his photograph—that would solve 
the whole problem! 

It was a week later that Sally received 
another letter from Henry Carver, and ac- 
companying it, was a snapshot of her ar- 
dent correspondent. Sally Jackson liked 
what she saw. No, he wasn’t exactly hand- 
some, and he did not seem to be built like 
a movie star—but, there was something 
about his face that intrigued her. Perhaps, 
it was his eyes that held her breathless 
every time she gazed at the picture. Those 
eyes ... they told her everything she want- 
ed to know about the man.... 

He was indeed a sensitive person. Per- 
haps a musician. Perhaps a writer. Per- 
haps an artist. Whatever his profession, 
those eyes drew her to him like a magnet. 
Like something of a miracle she could not 
understand. 

“Tt must be love,” Sally whispered to 
herself. “It must be love.” 

There was one person who could advise 
her—who would tell her if she was doing 
the right thing in continuing her friend- 
ship with Henry Carver. That was Ruby 
Blair, her best friend. 

That evening she was on her way to 
Ruby’s apartment. It took her just ten 
minutes to walk the three blocks, and all 
the way she kept thinking of Henry Car- 
ver’s dark, deep-set eyes. She arrived at 
the apartment house breathless, and with 
her face unusually flushed. 

When she knocked on Ruby’s door, she 
heard a man’s voice, high-pitched, and 
from inside; and_ then, 


jolly, coming 


Ruby’s sensuous, velvety voice, saying: 
“Be right with you, Sally, honey.” 

The door was opened immediately, and 
the first thing that Sally noticed was the 
man in the room, sitting on a sofa, smok- 
ing a cigarette. A heavy-set, round-faced, 
smiling man. 

“Sally, honey, meet my fiancé, Vince 
Robirson,” Ruby said. “Isn't he the jol- 
liest man, Sally?” 

“I’m glad to know you, Mr. Robinson,” 
Sally said, a little sadly, for with him 
there, it would be impossible to ask Ruby 
anything of a personal nature. But Ruby 
Blair had a surprise for Sally, all right. 

“Sally,” she said, putting her arms 
proudly around her fiancé, “I didn’t want 
to tell you this over the phone, but all your 
friends have been talking behind your back 
about your mail-order romeo. You didn’t 
know that, did you? They told me to tell 
you to break off with him—that he may be 
the wrong sort, maybe a crook, or mur- 
derer, or even something worse, but I told 
them I wouldn’t spoil your chance at hap- 
piness, not if you felt in your own heart 
that he was the man for you!” 

“T don’t know how to thank you, Ruby,” 
Sally told her. 

“Don’t thank me. You can thank Vince. 
Maybe you didn’t know it, Sally, but you’re 
looking at my mail-order romeo—Vince 
Robinson of Detroit, Michigan. Isn’t that 
right, Dear?” 

“That’s right, Miss Jackson. It took me 
a long time, but I finally hooked her! I'm 
not in the habit of giving out advice on 
matrimonial matters, Miss Jackson, but if 
you feel it in your heart that the man 
you're writing to is the only one, why, 
then, don’t rest until you’ve landed him— 
hook, line and sinker!” He laughed good- 
naturedly. 

When it was time to leave, Ruby walked 
Sally to the door, and said, 

“You know I wouldn’t steer you wrong, 
Sally, but the truth is,-that nobody can 
give you, or anyone else, advice about 
love. You've got to feel it, or it’s not there. 
It’s as simple as that. I can see by your 
face, Sally, that you know the answer. Am 
I right?” 

“Yes, Ruby, I know the answer. I’m 
going to see him Sunday. He’s driving in 
from Chicago. I know he’s going to ask 
me to marry him, and I’ve got a feeling, 
here in my heart, Ruby, that tells me that 
I’m going to accept him!” 

“That’s my girl!” said Ruby, as she 
hugged Sally. 

You’ve probably guessed the rest of this 
story. Henry Carver did indeed propose 
to Sally Jackson Sunday night. And, mir- 
acle of miracles, he was exactly as Sally 
imagined him to be, and although he was 
neither a musician, nor a writer, nor an 
artist, she was proud to be the wife of a 
post office clerk! 
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On The Records 
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in the album perhaps is / Love My Argen- 
tine, a swingy, hilarious opus which fits 
Pearl’s delivery perfectly. And she makes 
the most of it too, coming off with what 
amounts to a real catchy side. The press- 
ing has been a strong favorite with disc 
jockeys around the U. S. ever since it was 
first released. 

For Pearl, the Coral collection was some- 
thing of a challenge. Never before had she 
attempted to sell herself on records with 
material strictly out of the American vein. 
But apparently she knew what she was 
doing in taking on the task. For on every 
song in the album, she sounds as effective 
and relaxed as she ever did and manages 
to fit into the lyrics her easy-going col- 
loquial interpretations. 

Pearl’s style defies exact definition. Yet 
there are some things about it that are 
positive. Certainly it is subtle, relaxed and 
occasionally exciting. But there is more to 
it and that more is difficult to describe. 

Pearl, who is famed as “The Voice with 
Two Hands,” because she gesticulates so 
much while singing, sometimes explains 
her style by jokingly saying: “I can’t sing. 


I just talk to the music, in tune, of course.” 
Actually she is right in that explanation 
in a way, for experts are generally agreed 
that no other contemporary artist is capa- 
ble of blending the gift of singing with 
the gift of conversation as masterfully as 
she does. 

Pearl works mostly with simple tunes, 
utilizing a casual approach to the lyrical 
lines and rhythmical structure. Her two 
biggest sellers on wax to date—Tired and 
Takes Two to Tango—were in the usual 
Bailey pattern. Noting the successes of 
the releases, Pearl once cracked: “Sing. 
ing is a lazy way of making a living.” 

Though Pearl is prone to play down her 
artistry, she still rates as a great perform. 
er. Now in her 21st year in show business, 
she is, to be exact, a talented comedienne 
with an alert mind and a flair for present- 
ing earthy humor in tasteful satire. Also 
she is a master showman, possessing an 
uncanny sense for picking out of her ma- 
terial the lines and phrases to emphasize, 
those to pass over lightly. As one critic 
has sized up Pearl: “There is no one quite 
like her!” 
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Jim. and she don’t 
fishtails to 


“She’s really rich, 
know which of them fine 
switch.” 

“T don’t 
named Red: 

“My chick draws loot from barrels of 
oil.” 

“My old lady is rather shady, but she 
weeds me her green when I fall on the 
scene,” said a bop drummer. His “in” on 
the outing was strictly a hummer. Out in 
the water, a dark Dixie daughter screamed 
aloud to draw a crowd while waking the 
lifeguard from his slumber just as his 
dream was down with the number. And 
a queen named Della picked up on a fellow 
who was putting it down under a striped 
umbrella. 

With her wig just fried and barely dried, 
another broad they call Miss Lawd. looked 
like something that had been badly pawed. 
And here and there, you could dig a pair, 
smoking and choking, and Jim ‘twas no 
joking! And the smart kids with the can- 
vas lids, went for the hunches and brought 
their own lunches—mainly chicks with the 
big drumsticks. And there was plenty of 


toil” another said to a cat 


quail—San Quentin frail—just the kind to 
land you in jail. 

Trying to duck the meddlers and 
peddlers, a policy king escaping the sting 
of skeeters and deadbeaters, had himself 
“canned” with an overload of sand. And 
there were chicks direct from the houses, 


their shoulders all bare in low peasant 
blouses. And one landlady, her name was 
Sadie, went to the clink—she tried to 


promenade in a “breath of mink.” 

And no one had the notion to move into 
the ocean; instead it was said, they found 
it more sound to make a bed and play 
dead. 

*Twas a bright to dig like a rooting pig 
trying to turn up a paying bop gig. The 
hipped went in pairs to shake down the 
squares while others sold grains to the 
Lanes and the Janes. And the beach cop- 
per couldn’t latch on to nary a bopper. let 
alone the ace pigeon dropper. So to close 
this spiel, it’s the way you feel. If it’s what 
she wants, you go for the vaunce and the 
voot and the vout on what this is all about, 
you've got to be able to cop this fable. 
Ask Mable or the Dark Gable, quien sabe? 
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Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 18) 


trips during the summer, plus many other 
entertainment diversions offered in sizable 
metropolitan areas. 

However, you small town kids will have 
to rely mainly on your own resourceful- 
ness. Maybe a picnic or party is given by 
busy adults in a moment of panic when 
they think their children are restless. But 
never too much is done about recreational 
activities once school is out. Consequently, 
it’s up to you kids to make up your own 
summer entertainment. In many ways you 
are far luckier than your city cousins. Take 
it from me (I was reared in a small college 
town), I know the fun that can be yours 
with only a minimum of planning and 
bushels of enthusiasm. Hay rack rides, real 
honest-to-goodness weiner roasts where you 
have to build your own fire pit, and ther- 
mos jugs full of nippy iced lemonade. 

Tee your activities off with a bang-up 
July 4th celebration. Take the gang as far 
away from urban life as you can possibly 
get. Carry along plenty of food, blankets 
and matches. Always remember, you make 
your fun wherever you go, especially if you 
go there with a smile. 

P.S. Let me know the subjects you’d 
like discussed and how you want them han- 
dled. I'd appreciate some good ideas that 
can be incorporated into the column. 


Etiquette 


(Continued from Page 8) 


weekend of cocktail parties and country 
club dances. 

Rule three: Don’t apologize for what you 
have to offer. Your home, food, or amuse- 
ment. The hostess who has the bad taste 
to belittle her hospitality makes her guest 
uneasy. City folks who accept an invita- 
tion to a country home do so because they 
want some fresh air and a change of pace. 
They don’t expect luxury hotel menus. 

Rule four: Don’t fuss over your guest. 
Make him welcome and comfortable. Give 
him plenty “free time” in which to be lazy 
or to do what he especially likes—to finish 
a novel, to catch up on his correspondence, 
to indulge in afternoon naps or to browse. 

Rule five: Make it perfectly clear 
whether or not you want a guest to share 
in the household duties. Often it is less 
strain to do the work yourself or with 
whatever servants you have. If you would 
appreciate assistance say, “Mary. you may 
help me by making your bed in the morn- 
ing,” or “Fred, would you like to take on 
the fireplace as your weekend chore?” If 
help from guests upsets you, here is a neat 
trick for getting a couple of extra hours 
for yourself in your home: serve the guest 
a Continental breakfast of coffee, a but- 
tered roll or toast and a bit of jam in bed. 
City slickers love it. Will vote you “hostess 
of the year.” 
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Cold Permanent 
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can do for you! So, start today, have natural- 
looking, really straight hair the modern Perma- 
Strate way! 
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“Nellie and I are being divorced soon,” 
Hal said. “I don’t want to wait—that’s 
why I'm asking you now. As soon as the 


” 


law allows, | want to marry you 

















WUMANS HUSBAND 


ID YOU EVER look back on a cer- 
tain period in your life and ask 
yourself, “How could I possibly have 
been so foolish? I should have known 
that I was headed for a peck of trouble.” 
I guess everyone has; I guess every 
woman who was lonely has held a tryst 
with the devil and come to regret that 
she gave in when he made a pass. 

I know it happened to me—and from 
what I can learn about women in gen- 
eral I can say that I was not an unusual 
person. 

I was a widow, young and pretty and 
so darned lonely and in need of loving 
that almost every man I met seemed like 
a prince at first sight. Luckily, I was 
wise enough to find out before it was too 
late that most of them were far from be- 
ing princes, that most of theza were out 
to take a girl like me, naive in some 
ways, a newcomer in a strange town, a 
girl who because of her loneliness was 
perhaps overly easy to talk to on first 
meeting. 

But the first time I saw Hal Pearson 
I was gone. I| didn’t even stop to think 


thought or said. We thought we could 
buck convention and get away with it. 
But as | look back, I know that I of all 
people should have known better. There 
was no excuse for naivete for I had come 
up the hard way and I knew all about 
the odds that run against an underdog. 

I was born to a perfectly ordinary set 
of parents in Trenton, N. J. My father 
was a no-good whom we seldom saw but 
often heard about—seems like he was 
always in some kind of trouble, mostly 
because he just couldn’t leave other 
men’s wives alone. My mother was a 
good woman, though not really pretty. 
While my father was goofing off, she 
slaved as a domestic to feed and clothe 
and educate as best she could me and my 
two brothers. The closest we ever came 
to people like Hal and his mother was a 
cousin who chauffeured for a judge and 
put on airs because he thought he had 
a great job.... 

I lived all my youth in Jersey. I went 
to school—including a couple years at a 


secretarial training school—in Jersey. | 


me about Mrs. Gates and her neat, small 
apartments, helped me get settled in one. 
So now I had a good job and a nice place 
to stay, which doesn’t mean that I was 
really living it up. It does mean that 
this was better than being back in Jer- ° 
sey, where everything was familiar and 
where every scene reminded me of won- 
derful times with my husband. 

Meeting Hal was strictly an accident. 

I was just leaving the building where 
I worked for lunch one day and Hal was 
ahead of me going down the stairway. 
Just as he reached the bottom step, his 
briefcase slipped from his hand, spilling 
its contents all over. Since I couldn’t 
very well pass without stepping on some 
of the papers, I stopped to help him re- 
cover them, noticing as I did so that 
most were sheets of music. As he stooped 
to fish for the sheets I hadn’t picked up, 
he said to me: “This is very nice of you. 
Thanks. Thanks a million.” And then 
he smiled. 

In the next moment, he was gone. 
Wondering whose orchestra he played 
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that I might be headed for Heartache 
Rock. What did I care that Hal was mar- 
ried and, on top of that, tied to the apron 
strings of a domineering, old mother? 
I didn’t care! Hal was a dreamboat. 
What I needed most was a dreamboat. 
He came along . . . and I latched on. 
When we first met, I had been a wid- 
ow for four months. In terms of society, 
in Baltimore, I was a nobody, just an- 
other woman in the world, while Hal was 
a professional man, a darling of the 
“smart set,” and a guy who was going 
places for sure—with the help of his 
mother’s real estate money. After we be- 
gan seeing each other regularly, gossips 
set up a roar the like of which Baltimore 
has seldom heard. Neither of us wor- 
tied about it, though, because we were 
so sure that we were in love. With that 
for a root, we believed we were so strong 
that it didn’t matter a darn what people 


got married in Jersey. To tell the truth, 
I never had much of an idea that I'd live 
anywhere but in Jersey until my GI hus- 
band —a real wonderful fellow — was 
killed in an accident at a Southern army 
camp. After that, Jersey turned sour. | 
got the blues, and I got ’em bad. A 
change of scenery, I told myself, was 
what I needed. 

I don’t really know why I picked Bal- 
timore unless it was because it seemed 
far away and I’d once heard that it was 
a “pretty live” town. I do know why I 
didn’t choose New York City—I had 
been there and that town, the Big Apple, 
seemed just a bit too fast for my speed. 
There were so many pretty girls and so 
many slick men. Not for me.... 

The change of scenery did help, right 
from the beginning. With the help of the 
Urban League, I soon found a job as a 
dentist’s receptionist. The dentist told 


with—and where—I went on to the cof- 
fee shop in the building next to the one 
where I worked. This wasn’t a snazzy 
place, but the food was good and reason- 
able and I had formed a small friend- 
ship with one of the waitresses there 
named Bertie McLinden. 

Bertie came over as I| took a seat at 
the counter. She was a bit on the plump 
side, but nice, with oodles of personality 
and a good, working knowledge of men. 

“Hi, Bertie,” I said as she approached. 

“Hello, Vel. How are things?” 

“Fine,” I said. 

“What’re you going to have today?” 

“What's good?” 

“Oh,” Bertie said, “the hot turkey 
sandwich ... or if you want a full meal 
there’s the swiss steak and—” 

“1 think I’ll try the swiss steak.” 

“You'll like it,” Bertie said. She 
started to go but then came back and 
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BRA AND SHORTS SET 
3.98 


® BLOUSE 2.98 


®@ 


ZEBRA full circle skirt 












Rivera's Wonderful Summer Coordinates 


in black ZEBRA print on white or RAINBOW stripes in ombre shades of 
lime, red and grey. Both are permanently crinkled, sanforized cotton 
broadcloth. Needs no ironing .. . just wash... hang .. . and wear. Make 
up your own combinations. © 


BRA AND SHORTS SET 


A. ZEBRA midriff halter in black with matchup zebra collar. 3.98 


Sizes 32 to 38, 1,98 40 to 44, 298 


B. RAINBOW midriff halter in solid red or lime. 
Sizes 32 to 38, 1.98 40 to 44, 298 


C. JACKET—three-quarter length. Pushup sleeves and man 
tailored collar, cuffs and front pockets. In white, black, red. 
Sizes 32 to 38, 3,98 40 to 44, 4.98 


© yacket 3.98 





HALTER BRA AND SHORTS SET. The bra is lined for body 
comfort. It has an adjustable feature. Comfortably cut 
shorts have lacing at the sides and contrast cording. Two 
side pockets and back zippered. 

Sizes 9 to 17, 10 to 18, 3.98 

D. in Zebra, _E. In Rainbow, 


x SN 
& ‘ 


& 


HALTER BRA AND TOREADOR PANTS DUET. The bra is lined 
for body comfort. It has an adjustable feature. The 
toreador pants are tapered to a slim line and have shoe- 
string lacing at the sides. Two side pockets, back zippered 
and contrast cording. 

Sizes 9 to 17, 10 to 18, 4.98 

F. in Zebra. G. In Rainbow. 


BRA AND 


H. ZEBRA full circle skirt, 208 inch sweep. TOREADOR PANTS 





Waist measurements: 24, 252, 27, 28, 30, 4.98 DUET. RAINBOW 

Waist measurements: 34, 36. 38, 40, 5.98 4.98 f mM  migritt 9 
3 4 halter 

J. RAINBOW wide swept skirt in four gores. P 


1.98 


Waist measurements: 24, 2542, 27, 28, 30, 3.98 
Waist measurements: 34, 36, 38, 40, 4.98 


K. BLOUSE elasticized cotton knit in black or white. With 
rhinestone star pin. 
Sizes 32 to 44, 2.98 


RAINBOW 
wide swept skirt 


3.98 
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leaned over the counter to whisper: 
“Here comes a dreamboat, Vel—and I 
think he’s headed your way. He is 
headed your way!” 

She’d just finished the sentence when 
Hal took a seat on the next stool. 

“Pardon me,” he said, “but I should 
have thought of this.” 

“Oh?” 

He laughed a little, with a toss of his 
head and I started to flip inside. He was 
that handsome! Strong featured, but 
lean. A lovely shade of tan, with satin 
black hair and dreamy big, brown eyes 
set beneath heavy, luxurious eyebrows. 
His voice had the timbe> of a good bari- 
tone and when he spoke there was just 
enough edge to it to make a girl feel a 
bit strange and good inside. 

He was talking now. “The least I 
could have done,” he said, “was invite 
you to lunch. But better late than never. 
Will you let this one be on me?” 

I’ve already explained how things 
were with me. I was young and | was 
lonely. I needed a man—and here was 
a dreamboat. I latched on. 

“I'd be delighted,” I told Hal. 

And that’s how it all began. Before 
lunch was over, we had made a date for 
that very night. Hal had suggested din- 
ner and a show and the idea sounded 
simply grand to me. 


Bertie and I discussed it at lunch the 
next day. 

“Real cool, wasn’t he?” she asked, re- 
ferring to Hal, of course. 

I nodded my head affirmatively. 

“How'd you meet him?” she asked. 

I told her. 

“Did he tell you much about him- 
self?” she wanted to know. 

“Some,” I said. “He told me about 
his music studio. He explained that he 
had been married but that he and his 
wife were separated and getting di- 
vorced. He told me about his ambition 
—to have a concert in Carnegie Hall like 
the big stars—” 

“Did he tell you about his mother?” 
Bertie asked seriously. 

“Not much,” I replied. “Just that she 
is a retired school teacher and so on.” 

“His mother’s the one you got to 
watch,” Bertie said. 

I laughed. “Oh, Bertie, you’re way 
ahead of the game. We’ve only been out 
once—” 

“I know. I know. But you'll be going 
out again—and again. Dreamboat had 


that look in his eyes when he saw you 
sitting at the counter here yesterday.” 

I just smiled at that and let her con- 
tinue talking. 

“__Like I was saying: his mother’s 
the one you got to watch. She’s a re- 
tired school teacher all right—but she’s 
rich. When she was teaching, she in- 
vested money in real estate. She’s got it 
made—and she keeps tab on her boy. 
From what I can hear, she’s calling the 
plays. Another thing: it’s true he and his 
wife are separated—she’s in Philly, I 
think—but I hear his mother likes her 
and is working overtime trying to recon- 
cile them.” 

I guess I looked puzzled for a mo- 
ment, wondering how she knew so 
much, for Bertie said: “Oh, the story’s 
been around. You know me, I'd get a 
line on any man as handsome as that. 
But he’s a bit too classy for my blood—” 

“Well, Bertie,” I said, “all of us can’t 
be lucky.” 

As I said that, I was thinking: 

Wife or no wife, mother or no mother, 
he’s the kind of man for me. And I’m 
going to have him! I’m going to make 
him love me so much he can’t help him- 
self! 

Then conscience pricked. This was no 
way for a recent widow to act. I actually 
was chasing a married man! I was let- 
ting a handsome guy who probably told 
every girl she was beautiful upset me. 
Was this really me—Arvella Samuels— 
who only a few months ago could bear 
to live in her hometown because she 
couldn’t bear to be reminded that her 
husband would never come home again? 
Was I forgetting all Mother had tried to 
tell me about men? Plotting to steal an- 
other woman’s husband .. . 

The shock of conscience wasn’t strong 
enough. I was too lonely. I wanted Hal 
too much. | needed him too much. I 
was going to have him. Somehow I 


knew that. 


ERTIE WAS RIGHT about our see- 

ing each other again. We did. The 
first date led to such a succession of 
dates that Hal and I became an item for 
the gossip column in the weekly news- 
papers. Almost every night that Hal 
wasn’t busy with his work, we went out 
somewhere—to a movie, dancing, for a 
drive in his convertible Pontiac. And 
then he called one afternoon to say that 
he would be working at the studio and 





had to beg off our dinner date. But, he 
asked, would I mind so terribly eating 
alone this once? And how about coming 
by the studio afterward for a drink? I 
said I’d forgive him just this once—that 
I’d see if ] could find time to drop by 
the studio. It was all a joke, of course. 
I was thrilled at the prospect of drop- 
ping by the studio for a drink. That was 
one place I’d never been—Hal’s studio. 

But the waiting was worth it. The 
studio, where Hal taught voice and sev-. 
eral staffers taught instrumental music, 
was exquisitely furnished and decorated 
in modern. There were a_ half-dozen 
rooms, and each was painted an individ- 
ual color. The rooms were spacious, and 
Hal seemed to have all the best equip- 
ment. 

Hal had shown me around and we 
were in his private office when he asked, 
“Well, how do you like it?” 

“It’s wonderful.” 

He smiled and said, “I’m glad you like 
it. I know I should have asked you up 
before—but, well, I just didn’t get 
around to it. But now that you’re here, 
let’s make the most of it. What’ll you 
have to drink?” 

There was a small bar in one corner 
of his office, which had wood-paneled 
walls, expensive leather chairs and sofa, 
and a real sharp desk with expensive 
lamp, clock, file for his papers and all— 
just like you see in office equipment ads. 

Hal walked over to the bar and I fol- 
lowed, sitting on one of the several stools 
he had there. “Scotch and soda,” I said. 

Hal mixed two drinks, came around 
my side, and led me gently to the sofa, 
where we sat and sipped and chatted. 
One drink led to another and still an- 
other and I was feeling good. I leaned 
my head on Hal’s shoulder and felt so 
completely comfortable when he put an 
arm around my shoulder and squeezed 
me to him. Then he put down his glass 
and turned to be closer to me. He kissed 
me lightly on the lips—and a flame 
seared my insides. “I love you so much 
—so very much,” Hal said to me, breath- 
ing the words in a whisper. “I love you, 
too, Hal—more than I’ve ever loved any- 
one.” Hal said: “I’m glad.” We em- 
braced and all at once it was like being 
in a dream, with everything I’d wanted 
and needed for so many lonely months 
right there to have. .. . 

It was almost daylight when Hal said 
to me, “Vel—will you marry me?” 
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[hose were the words I’d wanted to 
r him say ever since our second date, 
I'd feared I would have to wait a 
time to hear him say them. How 
ld he say them when he was already 
iol? 
Nellie and I are being divorced 
Hal said. “I don’t want to wait— 
s why I’m asking you now. As soon 
s the law allows, | want to marry you. 
\ | need you so terribly much. All 
time I need you. We've got to get 
ri ied 
Oh, Hal—you know [ll marry you. 
\s soon as you’re free.” 
We'll do big things together,” Hal 
| 
[Il love you no matter what you do.” 
‘But for you, Baby,” Hal said, “I’ve 
t to do big things. You’re the kind of 
1an a man has to do big things for. 
You’re so soft and beautiful and ador- 
le. You make a man out of a guy. I 
isn’t really a man until I fell in love 
th you, Vel. I like being a man. With 
ju, | can always be a man—” 
I’m glad—” 
[hat day when I dropped those pa- 
rs and the briefcase.” Hal recalled, 
was the luckiest day of my life.” 
We were still on the sofa, still close, 
d the drinks were wearing off a bit. 
We were sobering up, in body as well as 
ind. Hal spoke so seriously, with so 





uch intention, as if everything was all 
ettled. He and Nellie would be divorced 
nd we would be married—just like that 
| and live happily ever after. But what 
mother? Hal never talked 
He had never intro- 


out his 
ich about her. 
itt luced me to her. I had wondered about 
it a number of times but, remember- 

what Bertie had hadn’t 
essed the issue. I’d been too happy 
ving Hal. What did I need his mother 

But now she became a sobering 


said, I 





ught, a thought that frightened me. 

Hal.” I said, “you know I love you 
| | will marry you. There’s nothing I'd 
| ther do. But I’ve got to know one 

Anything, Angel—” 

What about your mother?” I asked. 
Do you think she'll approve of me? 
lt \fte1 
\ cloud passed across Hal’s face. lin- 


; ‘a 
all. we've never met— 


ring only a moment before it was bro- 


smile. “Don’t you worry 


into a 
ut my mother,” Hal said. “She'll ap- 
- all right. She’d better!” 


| was reassured. 





As I look back, I can see how my 
great love for Hal clouded my vision. I 
should have known that Bertie had the 
right information, that Hal’s mother ac- 
tually called the plays. Not only should 
I have known it because of Bertie, I had 
reasons of my own. The studio, for one. 
It was true that Hal had students and the 
staffers had students, but the 
wasn’t a rousing financial success. | got 


studio 


to go there often enough after our night 
to see that. How had Hal been able to 
furnish the studio so expensively? How 
could he pay the rent on so large a place 
with the students he had and also pay 
staff salaries and other expenses? There 
was but one answer—the answer I[ re- 
fused to take into consideration—his 
mother. 

Yet, Hal didn’t show any fear that his 
mother would intervene when time came 
for our marriage. I began to believe that 
maybe I was all wrong. that Bertie was 
all wrong. I was sure of it when he in- 
vited me to attend a testimonial dinner 
for the local branch NAACP head at the 
YMCA. He promised that his mother 
would be there. at the speakers’ table, he 
said, and said he would introduce us then. 
If Hal could introduce us. I reasoned, 
then everything must be all right. He 
had said I made him feel like a man— 
perhaps he had set his mother straight 
on that point once and for all. 

But even as I almost convinced my- 
self, there was a small voice on the in- 
side, insisting that I was being naive, if 
not outright brazen. But now was no 
If Daniel could 
make a go of it in the lion’s den, so 
could [! 


which meant that I had to look my best. 


time to chicken out. 
I just had to go prepared, 


I would dazzle his mother and _ her 


friends. I would our first 


meeting that I, not Nellie, was the per- 


prove on 


fect woman for Mrs. Sophie Pearson’s 
handsome son, Hal. 

One day I went to the bank and prac- 
tically ransacked my little savings ac- 
count, then went shopping for a perfect 
outfit. I found a lovely green and gold 
dress, purchased turquoise and gold ac- 
cessories. On the night of the banquet, 
I was all ready with a new hair-do, my 
new clothes, a touch of outrageously- 
expensive perfume and a stone marten 
stole | borrowed from Mrs. Gates. Yet, 
with all this to-do, I was a bit panicky 
inside. I argued with myself some more 
while I waited for Hal to come for me. 


Hal was the man I loved and needed, | 
told myself. I couldn’t give life again to 
the corpse of my husband. Nellie didn’t 


mean anything to Hal and he was the 


new tomorrow I desperately needed. . . . 

Then Hal came for me. 

“Baby,” he said enthusiastically as | 
opened my door, “you’re beautiful. You 
and mother will be the two most beauti- 
ful women at the banquet, wait and see. 
And, by the way, you'll like her when 
you get to know her.” 

| wondered, but I was hopeful as we 
drove to the “Y.” 

The place was crowded. Several of 
Hal’s friends gave me an openly-inquisi- 
tive once-over as I was being introduced. 
But I was as cool as a cucumber. | 
looked good and I knew it! 

Impulsively my hand tightened on 
Hal’s arm. He smiled down at me and 
I was happy to be with him. 

Then I tried to find his mother in the 
crowd, wanting to see how she was 
dressed, for | remembered that Hal had 
said we’d be the two most beautiful 
women present. In a moment, I spied 
her standing at the far end of the room, 
a cluster of women hard by her side. She 
seemed to be more attractive than the 
picture Hal had shown me at the studio. 
One of them standing close to her was 
Nellie! 

Hal and I must have seen Nellie at 
the same time, for I heard him exclaim 
under his breath. I dared not look at 
him as her head turned, as if pulled by 
a magnet, our way. Deliberately. she 
looked at Hal and then at me—and back 
at Hal. 

I must say that Nellie wasn’t “phased” 
by what she saw—she dropped not an 
eyelash. I had to hand it to her, woman 
to woman. Or was it that she was just 
too callous to care? I wondered about 
that as Hal moved slowly toward the 
cluster of females. For a second, I feared 
what would happen when we reached 
thom. . «+ 

Hal tried to sound casual as he spoke. 

“Hello. Mother.” 

And to Nellie: “I didn’t know you 
were coming down. Why didn’t you call 
us? I’d have sent a car for you.” 

She looked at me, disdainfully, but 
she spoke to Hal. “Oh, I just thought 
I'd surprise your mother. I didn’t want 
to bother anybody, really.” Her eyes 
were still on me. 

Hal’s mother, meanwhile, took in this 
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unholy triangle with an all-encompassing 
shift of her head. She was a regal wom- 
an, tall, with good features, haughty. I 
wondered how I would make out in bat- 
tle with her... . 

Then Hal introduced me. 

And immediately three of the women 
in the cluster vanished as if snatched 
away by an unseen genii—like men scat- 
ter in those wild western movies when 
two bad men tangle. 

Nellie merely kept looking at me, cas- 
ing me. 

Hal’s mother stepped toward me, ap- 
praising me. I quickly realized that had 
she been an auctioneer, i’d have gone to 
the lowest bidder. 

“Samuels?” she asked in a rather low- 
toned voice. “Arvella Samuels? You’re 
Jack Elliott’s office girl?” She turned to 
Nellie and added, “You know . . . the 
dentist . . . in the Blanchard Building.” 

“Oh,” was all Nellie said. 

Hal came to my side then. In plain 
language, his voice held low, he told his 
mother and wife that there was no need 
for all the haggling over who I worked 
for. There was nothing to explain, he 
said. Face flushed, he snapped to Nellie: 
“You left me, please remember that!” 
Nellie said nothing. 

Both Hal and I stared as his mother 
took Nellie’s hand and the two of them 
walked away. I felt like a slave stripped 
at the auction block. Nearby a woman 
coughed and moved away, skirts rus- 
tling. The cluster had disappeared alto- 
gether now. I knew what they were 
thinking. Sophie Pearson’s attitude alone 
had been enough to set the pattern of 
their behavior. Nellie hadn’t said any- 
thing because. plainly, Sophie was call- 
ing the plays for her, too. 

Hal tried to reassure me. 

“It’s all right, darling,” he said as 
tears began to well up into my eyes. “It’s 
all right. Don’t let it get you down. 
Please. This mess is all my fault. But 
I’m not letting go, hear? I'll divorce her 
if she won't get it herself. I'll show them 
who’s to be ostracized. . . .” 

Before he was through, my face was 
damp with tears.” Gesturing for Hal to 
wait. | hurried off to the powder room. 

Blind fool! I should have known it 


would turn out all wrong. 


AS I PUSHED through the door into 
the powder room at Lodge Hall, I 
was relieved to see that no one else was 


present. I needed a good cry and I pre- 
ferred to do it in privacy. 

But Sophie Pearson had other ideas. 
Glancing into a wall mirror, I saw her 
tail me, her eyes fastened to the back of 
me like a pointing gun. Well, let’s get it 
over with, | thought. 

Then I turned to face the music. 

Sophie got down to brass tacks right 
away. “I followed you in here,” she said, 
“because there’s something you should 
know: young woman, my son happens 
to come from a respectable family. You 
know that. You knew he was married 
before you took up with him. Haven’t 
you any shame?” 

The volley of her fire was punishing. 
I said nothing. 

“T think I know what you have in 
mind,” she continued, shoving her face 
into mine. “But you can’t win. Hal al- 
ways listens to what I say. Nellie is his 
wife, and I say that’s the way it is going 
and maybe Hal has 





to be. You forget 
forgotten—I’m the one who has the 
money. I pay the piper and I call the 
tune. He'll never support another wife 
with my money!” 

She paused for a moment, then came 
at me again: 

“Hal’s career in music is just begin- 
ning to pay off. What could you do for 





him—except foul up his mind with all 


that sex? You’d only be a stumbling 
block. The nerve of you!”—she spat be- 
side my foot, then screamed: “Leave 
him alone! Do you hear me? Leave him 
alone—or you'll be sorry you ever were 
born!” 

The hysteria of her voice irritated and 
angered me. | knew, this was it, zero 
hour in my romance with Hal Pearson. 
It was either come alive or die. 

From somewhere within me came a 
desire to laugh in his mother’s thin, ag- 
ing face. Ha! It took a nobody to upset 
an almighty dame like her—the socially- 
prominent Mrs. Sophie Pearson of Ballti- 
more. 

Head high, I stepped around her, 
moved toward the door. With one hand 
on the knob, I swung around, faced her 
and said in a low voice: “I think Hal is 
the one to answer your questions. You 
can’t live his life. Nellie can’t live it. I 
But I’ve got 


I wouldn't 


can’t live his life either. 

sense enough to know that 
try. But I do love him, and he loves me. 
In spite of all the Sophie Pearsons and 
Nellie Pearsons in the world, we’re go- 


ing to find a way to live our love!” 


The haughty old woman turned livid 
with rage. As she literally stomped the 
floor in anger, I gave her a withering 
look, knowing now that I was top-dog, 
and added: “You’re pretty much of a 
bust for a woman with money 





“You’re a no-good slut,” she sput- 
tered— 

“If you weren’t Hal’s mother,” I spat 
back, stung by her epithet, “I’d sock you 
for that!” 

I opened the powder room door and. 
walked out. Sophie stomped along at my 
heels. I ignored everyone else at the 
party-dance as I walked straight toward 
Hal, who stood a bit away from a group, 
waiting, his arms folded across his chest. 
Slightly to the back of him stood his 
wife, Nellie, peering queerly at the two 
of us. 

I opened my mouth to speak—but it 
was Sophie who called his name first. 
There was an urgency in the way she 
said the word, “Hal,” and as he hesi- 
tated to choose between us—his mother 
and his lover—I feared that I was play- 
ing a losing game, despite all the smart 
words I'd said back in the powder room. 

I watched as emotion clawed at his 
face and heard Sophie, still slightly in 
back of me, breathe hard and, with a 
catch in her voice, ask for a glass of 
water. I knew it. But 


Nellie rushed over to her—and Hal fol- 


It was a trick! 


lowed. 

I sagged inwardly, suddenly feeling 
old and tired. I took one glance at old 
Sophie Pearson, who had sunk into a 
chair Nellie and Hal helped her to. then 
got my wrap and walked out of the “Y.” 
While on my way to the cloak room, I 
thought I had heard Hal call my name. 
But I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t even sure, 
after I got home, that I cared any more. 

My landlady, Mrs. Gates, saw me come 
in and her eyes widened as she noticed 
my tear-stained face and my generally 
disheveled look. Gently she led me up 
to my small apartment—a kitchenette, 


and listened sympathetically as I 





really 
told her what had happened. She sug- 
gested that I drink a cup of coffee, then 
get some sleep. 

“Coffee’ll quiet your nerves,” she said. 
“Tomorrow, you'll feel better. These 
things happen, you know.” 

But why did they have to happen to 
me? I was a two-time loser. The ball 
was over, for good, for Cinderella. 
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cided. 


Between sobs, I sang my blues to Mrs. 
Gates. She listened quietly then helped 
me to bed. 

[ didn’t sleep or eat for two days. It 

as if I was drugged, not caring a 
it whether I lived or died. Indeed, 
ffering such as mine was enough to 

suck the life out of anybody. 

[ dared hope the telephone would ring, 

th Hal on the other end; yet, I didn’t 
want it to ring. For an entire week, I 

In’t leave the house. 

[hen, without notice, Hal descended 

ny little place like a cyclone. I was 

in his arms, locked fast, before the door 
was closed. His lips moving against my 
hair, he said: “Baby, I got away from 
everybody to think things out. I can’t 
do without you. No—not any more. I 
never left you—not for a minute. Please 
believe that, won’t you. Mother’s been 
hounding the life out of me. But, I’m 
going to Philadelphia and ask Nellie for 
1 divorce. Will you wait? I love you, 
3aby—understand that.” 

| was too pent up to answer. Hal 
talked on, the resonance deep in his chest 
sounding against me as the words came. 

“It’s as if I’d just awakened, Vel,” he 
said. “I never saw a lot of things about 
mother all this time. She means well, but 
she means, too, to keep me a child, a 
dependent. Well, she can have her money 
and all that precious blue-bloodedness.” 
He kissed me hungrily. “The whole thing 
hit me like a blackjack,” he continued. 
Worse than it did you, even. Hold on 
until I get back, will you?” 

‘You know I will,” I managed to say, 
as long as you want me. But, please, 
hurry. It won’t be easy for either of us.” 

\ goodbye kiss—and he was gone. 
Just like that. It was just as well, I de- 
that I hadn’t told him I would 
ver see him again if there was no 
orce. 

The days came and went. Without be- 
: told, I could sense that both Phila- 


delphia’s and Baltimore’s “Negro Soci- 


} 


’ was all agog. Phones, door bells, 
d mail boxes —I heard this — were 
er busier. But, with Mrs. Gates hov- 
ng over me like a protective mother 
gle, | kept out of sight as much as 
sible. 
Hal called frequently. Despite Nellie’s 
isiveness, he felt sure she would soon 


see things his way. Still, at the end of the 


ond week, I could feel my spirits sag- 
Surely, if she were going to di- 


vorce him, she could at least have said 
so—said when—by then. Doubt set in. 
I wondered what I was holding onto, for, 
or why. At the end of the third week, I 
began to believe that Nellie would never 
divorce him. At the end of a month, I 
was almost sure. 

Meanwhile, I went back to work, half- 
heartedly. It didn’t matter. It seemed 
that Jack Elliott’s parents were friends 
of Sophie Pearson’s. I was given two 
weeks’ salary and my walking papers— 
“with regrets.” On top of that—it never 
rains but it pours—lI got a letter from 
Hal saying that a New York agency had 
arranged a three-week tour for him. If 
Nellie hadn’t made up her mind in that 
time, he said, he would return to Balti- 
more and file for divorce himself. Which 
brought up something I should have 
thought of long before: Why was Hal so 
insistent that Nellie divorce him? Why 
not divorce her? Or, was it because of 
me. 

My spirits soon touched rock-bottom. 
All the waiting, hoping, and praying 
seemed so useless. 

Overnight, I made my big decision. 
It was a tough one: I would leave Balti- 
more, go to Chicago and get another job. 
It would solve everything for everybody, 
once and for all. Mrs. Gates wisely didn’t 
try to advise me against the move. It had 
to be my party, she said. So, leaving a 
simple note of explanation for Hal (when 
he returned) with Mrs. Gates, I was on 
my way West in a few days—drained 
dry of tears and feeling. 

In Chicago, life and I tried meeting 
again on common ground. But, shaking 
the emotional dust of Baltimore was not 
easy. I still found myself hoping against 
hope that Hal would write, call, or come 
for me. 

Nothing happened. The three weeks, 
and more, passed. 

But, I heard from Mrs. Gates. She 
said Hal had gotten my note on his re- 
turn to the city, read it, and walked out 
without a word. 

Time meant nothing after that. I had 
a job as desk clerk at a newly-opened 
hotel, but my heart wasn’t in it. I only 
worked to eat, although, Heaven knows, 
living on and on held no great prospect. 

Desperately, I climbed on the nearest 
merry-go-round, got myself right into 
the center of a continuous ball—which 
isn’t at all hard to do in Chicago. I 

smoked too much, slept too little, laughed 


too loudly, drank too much. Sillily, I 
dyed my hair deep red. I was lit up! 

All of this might have led to degrada- 
tion, but for another turn of events. They 
say that the darkest hour comes before 
dawn. I believe it. My whirl on the 
merry-go-round was my darkest hour, so 
to speak. Dawn broke, even if a bit un- 
certainly, when I read that Hal had been 
booked for a concert in Chicago. 

I say dawn may have broken a bit un- 
certainly. I should also say that I didn’t 
really recognize it at the moment it 
broke, only later. To tell the truth, the 
announcement of Hal’s coming was 
something like having a roof fall in. I 
wanted to get up and run away. The old 
wound couldn’t stand another slitting. 
I knew that. Yet, try as I did to stay 
away, I was present in a balcony seat 
when Hal’s concert date came up. When 
he strode onto the stage, I desperately 
swallowed all the emotions suddenly 
come alive in my mind, soul, and heart. 
My eyes glued hungrily on him. “Oh, 
my darling!” I wanted to whisper, to 
shout, even; but, it took all of my 
strength to keep from breaking in an 
audible sob. 

Hal seemed taller, more assured; his 
voice was infinitely more glorious than 
I had ever realized before. 

I hung onto every note as he sang— 
every movement of this man whose arms 
I'd known. Silently, I prayed for suc- 
cess and happiness renewed for him, even 
including Nellie and Sophie with it. 
Then, it was over. 

My lips trembled a goodbye to him as 
he made his last bow to thunderous ap- 
plause. A lone tear slipped down my 
cheek. 

On the way home—I lived in the ho- 
tel, by the way—I stopped in a quiet bar 
for a drink. I just wasn’t up to the four 
walls of my room. Not with memories 
crowding in all around, hemming me in, 
as it were. Absently, I listened to a juke- 
box and drank, chin in hand. One or 
two acquaintances—people who'd seen 
me at the hotel—passed by and called 
greetings. The man on the next stool 
wanted to strike up a conversation—one 
of those loaded conversations, I could 
tell from the gleam in his eye. But, | 
wasn’t having any. Finally, I caught 
a cab and went home. Tomorrow—I 
wanted to believe—was another day. 

I was crossing the hotel lobby, on my 
way to the elevator, when a voice called: 
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“Hey, where do you think you're go- 


,! ing?” Then, a man’s hands seized me. 
ai Momentarily startled and perhaps a bit 
—_ drunkenly, I said. “Let me go!” | 
ae “Not again!” Hal said. | 


I jerked my head up, eyes wide. My 











A mouth fell open. (Oh, what was the mat- 

om ter with me? I wondered. And, I knew: | ; ‘ats ; 

heen | [had had too much to drink!) But, Hal, | with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 
his face gradually creasing with a slow- | 

— spreading grin, just kept holding me. 

‘dn’t I was thunderstruck. One hand flew to | Raveen’s new scientific formula 

tit my wildly dyed hair. The other covered | works to help stop dry scalp, 

ee my mouth, trying to hold in the smell of | splitting hair, breaking ends 

‘enn whiskey, a maneuver which let my hand- 

-_ bag fall to the lobby floor. I was all un- 

- organized. Helplessly, I looked up at Hal 

‘ing. again. Then, I tumbled into his arms. 

oon He kissed my hair, my face, my neck, 

onal not noticing that I had been drinking, 

Nees not caring that we still stood in the 

nels lobby. 

= “Darling, darling,” he murmured, “it’s | 

alk all right for sure this time. I’m here— 


> . - | 
‘Oh, and ives wrigg run away from me ever 
' again in life. 
























, to 
my Here, another voice entered the scene. 
i “Hello, Arvella, honey,” it said. 
I turned my head, looking beyond 
: Hal, and saw Mrs. Gates. It was too 
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still wanted me, Vel, after all that hap- 
pened. Nellie came across quickly when 
I gave her a check—Mother gave it to 
her, that is.” 

I was beyond speech when he told me 
that. I wanted to know how it all hap- 
pened. But, he put his hand over mine 
and laughed. 

“I'll tell you all about it later. Right 
now, we're going to my hotel and eat. 


I’m starved!” 


Almost a year later to the day, I was 
in Los Angeles, at the airport, waiting 
for a plane to bring Hal back from an 
engagement in Honolulu. [| was sitting 
in the large waiting room, smoking a 
cigarette and day dreaming about Hal’s 
return, when I recognized this woman 
several seats ahead of me. I couldn’t see 
her face—but I’d have known that head 
anywhere! 

Without a moment’s hesitation, driven 
by surprise and curiosity, | hurried up 
to where she was and exclaimed, “Soph 
—Mrs. Pearson! What on earth—what 
are you doing out here in California? 
When did you arrive?” 

For the first time since I’d known her, 
I actually saw her smile, genuinely, al- 
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most affectionately. Her voice seemed 
older, mellower, certainly more kind. 

Softly, without acknowledging my 
greeting, as though she was carrying a 
heavy load she wanted to ditch at the 
very first opportunity, she said: “My 
child, can you forgive a foolish, old, bit- 
ter woman who has finally come to her 
senses?” I wanted to speak, but she 
wagged me silent with a bony finger. 
“No, listen to me, please. I came three 
thousand miles to make things right with 
you and Hal. I just got in this morning, 
on the train. I knew you were in Los 
Angeles from Hal’s letter, although he 
didn’t say where you were staying. 

“My doctor tells me that I’m not long 
for this world—that I'll not be around 
in the way. I’ve been so lonely in Balti- 
more since you and Merritt were mar- 
ried and moved to New York. Several 
times | wanted to come up for a visit, 
but I was afraid that you wouldn’t want 
me.”” She stopped for breath, and I real- 
ized that she was not at all well. “I laid 
awake all night last night on the train, 
hoping that you would forgive me for 
all the heartaches I caused you, wonder- 
ing what I’d say when the time came. 
I’ve learned my lesson well.” Then, she 
laughed aloud. “Well, here I am and 
I’ve said it—and I feel better!” 

Gently. I helped her to her feet. 

Simply. I said, as we moved aimlessly 
about: “There is nothing to forgive now, 
Mrs. Perry. If anything, both Hal and 
I need forgiving, too. All of us had a 
lesson to learn. Even Nellie in her way, 
I suppose. I’m so glad you came to us. 
Hal will be, too. What a coming home 
present you're going to be!” 

She reached into her bag and with- 
drew a small, brown box, which she 
handed to me. With tears in her eyes, 
she said: “Here, Arvella. This is some- 
thing | brought for you. It’s Hal’s moth- 
er’s engagement ring—my engagement 
ring. I want you to wear it, always.” 

Reverently, I opened the box. Smiling 
through tears of my own, I s-‘d, “I'll 
give it to Hal and let him put it on my 
finger—when I tell him that you’re going 
to be a grandmother after Christmas.” 

Sophie Pearson leaned over and 
brushed my cheek with thin, dry lips. 
We had no need for further words. She 
put her arm hesitantly through mine and 
we walked slowly toward the sound of 


THE END. 


Hal’s in-coming plane. 











